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argument. 

Dido difcovers to her filter her paffion for JEneas, and 
her thoughts of marrying him. She prepares a 
hunting match for his entertainment. Juno with the 
confent of Venus, raifes a ftorm, which feparates the 
hunters, and drives ^Eneas and Dido into the fame 
cave, where their marriage is fuppofed to be com- 
pleted. Jupiter difpatches Mercury to riSneas, to 
warn him from Carthage. riSneas feeretly prepares 
for his voyage. Dido finds out his defign, and, to 
put a flop to it, makes ufe of her own and her filler’s 
entreaties, and difcovers all the variety of pafiiens 
that are incident to a negle&ed lover. When no- 
thing could prevail upon him, lhe contrives her own 
death, with which this book concludes. 
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BOOK IV. 

T> UT love inflam’d the queen ; the raging pain 
Preys on her heart, and glows in every vein. 
Much Jfhe revolves the hero’s deeds divine. 

And much the glories of his godlike line ; 

Each look, each accent breaks her golden reft, 5 
Lodg’d in her foul, and imag’d in her breaft. 

The morn had chas’d the dewy fhades away, 

And o’er the world advanc’d the lamp of day; 

When to her filter thus the royal dame 
Difclos’d the fecret of her growing flame*. 1© 

Anna, what dreams are thefe that haunt my reft? 
Who is this hero, this our godlike gueft ? 

Mark but his graceful port, his manly charms; 

How great a prince ! and how renown’d in arms ! 

Sure he defcends from fome celeftial kind ; 15 

For fear attends the low degenerate mind. 

But oh ! what wars, what battles he relates ! 

How long he ftruggled with his adverfe fates! 

Did not my foul her purpofe fill retain. 

Fix’d and determin’d ne’er to wed again, 20 

Since from my widow’d arms the murdering fword 
Untimely fnatch’d my firft unhappy lord ; 
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Did not my thoughts the name of marriage dread. 

And the bare mention of the bridal bed — 

Fprgive my frailty — but I feem inclin’d 25 

To yield to this one weaknefs of my mind. 

For oh ! my filler, unreferv’d and free 
,J truft the fecret of my foul to thee ; 

Since poor Sicharas, by my brother fiain, 

Dafh’d with his blood the confecrated fane, 30 

And flam’d the gods ; my firm refolves, I own. 

This graceful prince has fhook, and this alone* 

I feel a warmth o’er all my trembling frame. 

Too like the tokens of my former flame. 

But oh ! may earth her dreadful gulf difplay, 33 
And gaping fnatch me from the golden day ; 

May I be hurl’d, by heav’n’s almighty fire. 

Transfix’d with thunder and involv’d in fire, 

Down to the fhades of hell from realms of light. 

The deep, deep ihades of everlailing night ; 40 

Ere, facred honour ! I betray thy caufe 
In word, or thought, or violate thy laws. 

No l — my firfl: lord, ray firfl ill-fated fpoufe. 

Still, as in life, is lord of all my vows. 

My love he had, and ever let him have, 4| 

Interr’d with him, and buried in the grave. 

Then, by her rifing grief o’erwhelm’d, file ceas’d : 
The tears ran trickling down her heaving breafi. 

Shier, the fair replies, whom far above 
The light of heav’n, or life itfelf I love; 50 

Still on your bloom fiiall endlefs forrow prey, 

And wafle your youth in folitude away ? 


And 
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And lhall no pleafing theme your thoughts employ ? 
The prattling infant, or the bridal joy ? 

Think you fuch cares difturb your hufband’s ihade, 5 5 
Or dir the facrsd afnes of the dead ? 

What though before, no lover won your grace. 

Among the Tyrian, or the Libyan race ? 

With juft difdain you pafs’d larbas o’er. 

And many a king whom warlike Afiic bore, 6 q 

But will you fly the hero you approve ? 

And fteel your heart againft a prince you love? 

Nor will you once refled what regions bound 
Y our infant empire, and your walls furround ? 

Here proud Gsetulian cities tow’r in air, 65 

Whofe fwarthy fons are terrible in war ; 

There the dread Syrtes ftretch along the main. 

And there the wild Barcseans range the plain ; 

Here parch’d with thirft a fmcking region lies. 

There fierce in arms the brave Numidians rile. 70 
Why fliould I urge our vengeful brother’s ire ? 

The war juft burfting from the gates of Tyre ? 

Sure, every god, with mighty Juno, bore 
The fleets of Ilion to the Libyan fhore. 

From fuch a marriage, foon your joyful eyes ' 
Shall fee a potent town and empire rife. 

What fcenes of glory Carthage muft enjoy. 

When our confederate arms unite with Troy ?- 
Go then, propitiate heav’n ; due oiF’rings pay ; 

Carefs, invite your godlike gueft to ftay, So 

And iludy ftill new caufes of delay. 

B 3 Tell 
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Tell him, that, charg’d with deluges of rain, 

Orion rages on the wintry main ; 

TJiat 1 H 11 unrigg’d his fhatter’d veflels lie. 

Nor can his fleet endure fo rough a fky, 85 

Thefe .words foon fcatter’d the remains of lhame; 
Confirm’d her hopes, and fann’d the rifmg flame. 

With fpeed they leek the temples, and implore 
With rich oblations each celeflial pow’r ; 

Sele&ed fheep with holy rites they flay 90 

To Ceres, Bacchus, and the god of day. 

But chief, to Juno’s name the viftims bled. 

To Juno, guardian of the bridal bed. 

The queen before the fnowy heifer hands. 

Amid the Ihrines, a goblet in her hands ; 95 

Between the horns fhe fheds the facred wine. 

And pays flue honours to the pow’rs divine ; 

Moves round the fane in folemn pomp, and loads. 

Day after day, the altars of the gods. 

Then hovering o’er, the fair confixlts in vain 1 0 ® 

The panting entrails of the vi&ims flain : 

But ah 1 no facred rites her pain remove ; 

Priefh, pray’rs, and temples ! what are you to love ? 
Wjth paflion fir’d, her reafon quite o’erthrown. 

The haplefs queen runs raving through the town. 105 
Soft flames confume her vitals, and the dart. 

Deep, deep within, lies feflering in her heart. 

So fends the heedlefs hunter’s twanging bow 
The fhaft that quivers in the Bleeding doe ; 

Stung with the ftroke, and maddingwith the pain, ?io 
jS||e >vildly flies from wood to wood in vain 5 
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Shoots o’er the Cretan lawns with many a bound. 

The cleaving dart ftill rankling in the wound l 
Now the fond princefs leads her hero on. 

Shows him her Tyrian wealth, and growing town ; us 
Difplays her pompons tow’rs that proudly rife. 

And hopes to tempt him with the glorious prize ; 

Now as Ihe tries to tell her raging flame, 

Stops fhort,-- -and faulters, check’d byconfcious fhames 
Now, at the clofe of evening, calls her gueft, %zo 
To fhare the banquet, and renew the feafl; ; 

She fondly begs him to repeat once more 
The Trojan flory that fhe heard before ; 

Then to diflradHon charm’d, in rapture hung 
On every word, and dy’d upon his tongue. 1 25 

But when the fetting ftars to rek invite. 

And fading Cynthia veils her beamy light ; 

When all the gueks retire to foft repofe ; 

Left in the hall, fhe iighs, and vents her woes. 

Lies on his couch, bedews it with her tears, 130 -j 
In fancy fees her abfent prince, and hears i 

His charming voice kill founding in her ears, j 

Fir’d with the glorious hero’s graceful look. 

The young Afcanius on her lap fhe took. 

With trifling play her furious pains beguil’d ; 133 

In vain ! — the father charms her in the child. 

No more the tow’rs, unfinifh’d, rife in air : y 

The youth, undifciplin’d no more prepare L 

Ports for the fleet, or bulwarks for the war ; 5 

The works and battlements negle&ed He, 140 

jAnd the proud kru&ures ceafe to brave the iky. 

B 4 " The 
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The fair thus rages with the mighty pain. 
That fir d her foul ; and honour pleads in vain. 
Tills Juno faw, and thus the bride of Jove, 

In guileful terms addrefs’d the queen of love ; 

A high exploit indeed ! a glorious name. 
Unfading trophies and eternal fame. 

You, and your fon have worthily pur/ifd I 
Two gods a fingle woman have fubdu’d ! 

To me your groundlefs jealqufies are known. 
And dark fufpicions of this Tyrian town. 

But why, why goddefs, to what aim or end 
In Ming quarrels fhould we Ml contend ? 
Hence then from firife refolve we both to ceafe. 
And by the nuptial band confirm the peace. 

To crown your wilh, the queen with fond define 
Dies for your fon, and melts with amorous fire. 


Let us with equal fway prated the place. 

The common guardians of the mingled race. 

Be Tyre the dow’r to feal the glad accord, 160 

And royal Dido ferve this 3 3 hrygian lord. 

To whom the queen , (who mark’d with piercing eyes 
The goddefs labouring, in the dark difguife. 

To Libyan ihores from Latium to convey 
The deftin’d feat of univerfal fway ;) 

Who this alliance madly would deny ? 

Or war with thee, dread emprefs of the iky 
4>nd qh 1 that fortune in rhe work would join. 

With full fucceis to favour the defign ! 

But much I doubt, O goddefs, if the Fates, 

Or Jove permit us to unite the Hates. 


170 

You, 
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You, as his confer t> your requeft may move. 

And fearch the will, or bend the mind of Jove. 

Go then-— your fcheme before the father lay $ 

Go 5 — and I follow, where you lead the way. 1 75 
Be mine the care, th’ imperial dame replies. 

To gain the god, the fovereign of the ikies. 

Then heed my counfel— when the dawning light 
Drives from the opening world the fnades of uu^ht ; 
The prince and queen, transfix’d with amorous flame, 
Bend to the woods to hunt the favage game ; 181 

There, while the crowds the foreffc-walks befet. 

Swarm round the woods, and fpread the waving net; 
The flues fhall burit upon the fportive train 
In llorms of hail, and deluges of rain: 185 

The gather’d temped' o’er their heads fh$ll roll. 

And the long thunders roar from pole to pole. , 

On ev’ry fide fhall fly the {battering crowds. 

Involv’d and cover’d in a night of clouds. 

To the fame cave for {belter fhall repair 190* 

The Trajan hero and the royal fair. 

The lovers, if your will concurs with mine, 

Ourfelf in Hymen’s nuptial bands will join. 

The goddofs gave confent, the compact bound. 

But fmil’d in fecret at the fraud {he found. 195, 

Scarce had Aurora left her orient bed. 

And rear’d above the waves her radiant head*. 

When, pouring through the gates, the train appear, *1 
Maffylian hunters with the freely fpear, 199 > 

Sagacious hounds, and toils, and all the fylvan war. \ 
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The queen engag’d in drefs,— -with reverence wait 
The Tyrian peers befoie the regal gate. 

Her fteed, with gold and purple cover’d round. 

Neighs, champs the bit, and foaming paws the ground. 
At length hie comes, magnificently dreft 205 

(Her guai ds attending) in a Tyrian veft : 

Back in a golden caul her locks are ty’d ; 

A go’d^n quiver rattles at her fide ; 

A golden clafp her purple garments binds. 

And robes, that Hew redundant in the winds. 2I&- 
Next with the youthful Trojans to the fport 
The fair Afcanius iiTues from the court. 

But far the fail eft, and fupremely tall, 

Tow’rs great iBneas, and outfhines them all. 

As when from Lyc*a bound in wintry froft, 215 

Where Xanthus’ ftreams enrich the fmiliug coaft. 

The beauteous Phoebus in high pomp retires. 

And hears in Delos the triumphant quires ; 

Tire Cretan crowds and Dryopes advance. 

And painted Scythians round his altars dance; zzm 
Fair wreaths of vivid bays his head infold. 

His locks bound backward and adorn’d with gold ; 

The god majeftic moves o’er Cvnthus’ brows. 

Mis golden quiver rattling* as he goes : 

So mov’d JEnezs ; fuch his charming grace ; 225 

So glow’d the purple bloom, that flufh’d his godlike face* 
Soon as the train amid the mountains came. 

And ftorm’d the covert of the favage game ; 

The goats flew bounding o’er the craggy blow 
Fiom rock to rock, and fought the fields below. 23a 

Her$ 
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Here the fleet flags chas’d down the tow’ring fteep. 

In clouds of dull through the long valley fweep : 

While there, exulting, to his utmofl fpeed 
The young Afcanius fpurs his fiery fleed, 

Outflrips by turns the flying focial train, 235 

And fcorns the meaner triumphs cf the plain : 

The hopes of glory all his foul inflame ; 

Eager he longs to run at nobler game, 

A?id drench his youthful javelin in the gore 
Of the fierce lion, or the mountain boar. 240 

Meantime loud thunders rattle round the iky. 

And hail and rain, in mingled tempefl, fly ; 

While floods on floods, in fwelling turbid tides, 

Roll roaring down the mountain’s channel’d fides. 

The young Afcanius, and the hunting train, 245 
To clofe retreats fled diverfe o’er the plain. 

To the fame gloomy cave with ipeed repair 
The Trojan hero and the royal fair. 

Earth flukes, and Juno gives the nuptial flgns ; 

With quivering flames the glimmering grotto fliines : 253 
With liglit’nings all the confcious ikies are fpread ; 

The nymphs run ihrieking round the mountain’s head, 
from that fad day, unhappy Dido ! rofe 
Shame, death, and ruin, and a length of woes. 

Nor fame nor cenfure now the queen can move, 255 
No more ihe labours to conceal her love. 

Her paifion Aands avow’d 5 and wedlock’s name 
Adorns the crime, and fan£ltfies the ihame. 

Now Fame, tremendous fiend! without delay 
through Libyan cities took her rapid way. 26* 

fame 
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Fame, the fwift plague, that every moment grows. 
And gains new flrength and vigour as fhe goes, 

Firil final! with fear, fhe fwells to wondrous fize. 

And ftalks on earth, and tow’rs above the Ikies ; 
Whom, in her wrath to heav’n, the teeming earth 265 
Produc’d the lafl of her gigantic birth ; 

A monffcer huge, and dreadful to the eye. 

With rapid feet to run, or wings to fly. 

Beneath her plumes the various fury bears 
A thoufand piercing eyes and lifFning ears ; 270 

And with a thoufand mouths and babbling tongues 
appears. 

Thundhing by night, through heaven and earth fhe flies ; 
No golden /lumbers feal her watchful eyes ; 

On tow’rs of battlement Ihe fits by day. 

And fhakes whole towns with terror and difmay ; 275 
Alarms the world around, and, perch’d on high. 
Reports a truth, or publiflies a lye. 

Now both file mingled with malignant joy. 

And told the nations, that a prince from Troy 
Inflam’d with love the Tyrian queen, who led 280 
The godlike fl ranger to her bridal bed ; 

That both, indulging to their foft defires, 

And deaf to cenfure, melt in amorous fires ; 

From every thought the cares of date remove. 

And the long winter pafVd away in love. 285 

This talc the Fury glories to difplay. 

Then to the king larbas bent her way ; 

With jealous rage the furious prince infpires, 

4 pd all his foul with indignation flres. 
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This monarch fprung from Ammon’s warm embrace 
With a fair nymph of Garamantic race. 29 

The mighty king a hundred temples rais’d; 

An hundred altars that with victims blaz’d. 

Through all his realms. In honour of his fire ; 

And watch’d the hallow’d everlaftmg fire ; 29 

With various wreaths adorn’d the holy door. 

And drench’d the foil with confecrated gore. 

Amid the flatues of the gods he Hands, 

And, fpreading forth to Jove his lifted hands. 

Fir’d with the Hale, and raving with defpair, 30* 
Prefers in bitternefs of foul his pray’r. 

Almighty Jove! to whom our Mooriih line 
In large libations pour the generous wine. 

And fealt on painted beds ; fay, father, fay. 

If yet thy eyes thefe flagrant crimes furvey. 305 

Or do we vainly tremble and adore. 

When through the ikies the pealing thunders roar? 
Thine are the bolts ? or idly do they fall. 

And rattle through the dark aerial hall ? 

A wand ’ring woman, who on Libya thrown, 316 
Rais’d on a purchas’d fpot a fiender town ; 

On terms ourfelf prefcrib’d, was glad to gain 
A barren trad that runs along the main ; 

The proffer’d rnpdals of thy fon abhorr’d ; 

But to her throne receives a Bardan lord. 313 

And lo ! this fecond Paris come again. 

With his unmanly, foft, luxurious train. 

In fcented t relies and a mitre gay. 

To bear my bride, his ravifli’d prize, away 5 


While 
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While Hill in vain we bid thy altars flame, 323 

And pay our vows to nothing but a name. 

Him, as he grafp’d his altars, and prefer ’d 
His wrathful pray’r, th’ almighty father heard ; 

Then to the palace turn’d his avveful eye. 

Where, carelefs of their fame, the lovers lie. 323 
The god, that fcene offended to furvey. 

Charg’d with his high command the fon of May : 

Fly, fly, my fon, our orders to perform ; 

Mount the fleet wind, and ride the rapid florm ; 

Ply — to yon Dardan chief in Carthage bear 330 

Our aweful mandate through the fields of air. 

Who idly ling’ring in the Tyrian Hate, 

Negledis the promis’d walls decreed by fate. 

Not fuch a prince, the beaateous queen of love 
(When twice ihe fav’d him) promis’d him to Jove; 

A prince ihe promis’d who by deeds divine 336 

Should prove he fprung from Teucer’s martial line; 
Whofe fword imperial Italy fhould awe, 

A warlike realm ! and give the world the law. 

If no fuch glories can his mind inflame, 340 

If he negie&s his own immortal fame ; 

What has his heir the young Afcanius done ? 

Why fhould he grudge an empire to his fon ? 

What fcheme, what profpee! can the chief propofe. 

So long to loiter with a race of foes ? 34H 

The promis'd kingdom to regard no more* 

And quite neglect the defiin’d Latian fhore ? 

Hade — bid him fail —be this our will; and bear 
With ipeed this mandate thioagh the fields of air. 

Swift 
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Swift at the word, the duteous Ton of May 
Prepares th’ almighty’s orders to obey ; 

Firft round his feet the golden wings he bound. 
That fpeed his progrefs o’er the feas profound. 
Or earth’s unmeafur’d regions, as he flies, 
Wrap’d in a rapid whirlwind, down the ikies. 
Then grafp’d the wand ; the wand that calls the 
From hell, or drives ’em to the Stygian coafts. 
Invites or chafes fleep with wond’rous pow’r. 
And opes thofe eyes that death had feal’d before. 
Thus arm’d, on wings of winds fublimely rode 
Through heaps of opening clouds the flying god. 
From far huge Atlas’ rocky fldes he fpies. 

Atlas, whofe head fupports the flurry ikies ; 

Beat by the winds and driving rains, he ihrcuds 
His lhady forehead in furrounding clouds ; 

With ice his horrid beard is crafted o’er ; 

From his bleak brows the guihing torrents pour; 
Out-fpread, his mighty ihoulders heave below 
The hoary piles of everlafting fnow. 

Here on pois’d pinions ftoop’d the panting god 
Then, from the fleep, Ihot headlong to the flood, 
As the fwift fea-mew, for the fiihy prey. 

In low excurflons ikims along the fea. 

By rocks and fliores, and wings th’ aerial way 5 
So, from his kindred mountain, Hermes flies 
Between th’ extended earth and ftarry Ikies ; 

Thus through the parting air his courfe he bore. 
And, gliding, flam’d along the Libyan fhore* 
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Soon as the winged god to Carthage came* 

He finds the prince forgetful of his fame : g So 

The riling domes employ his idle hours, 

Th’ unfinilh’d palaces and Tyrian Towers. 

A fword all fiarr’d with gems, and fpangled o’er 
With yellow jafpers, at his fide he wore ; 

A robe refulgent from his Ihoulders flow’d 385 

That, flaming, deep with Tyrian crimfon glow’d; 

The work of Dido ; whole unrivall’d art 
With fow’rs of gold embroider’d every part. 

To whom the god : — Thefe hours canfl thou employ 
To raife proud Carthage, heedlefs prince of Troy ? 390 
Thus for a foreign bride to build a town 
And form a Hate, forgetful of thy own ? 

The lord of heav’n and earth, almighty Jove, 

With tins command difpatch’d me from above ; 

What are thy hopes from this thy long delay ? 395 

Why thus in Libya pafs thy hours away ? 

If future empire ceafe thy thoughts to raife* 

Or the fair profpefl of immortal praife ; 

Regard Afcanius, prirxe, the royal boy ; 

The lad, the be ft furviving hope of Troy ; 400 

To whom the Fates decree, in time to come. 

The long, long glories of imperial Rome. 

He fpoke, and fpeaking left him gazing there ; 

And all the fluid form diifolv’d in air. 

The prince afloniilfd flood, with horror flung; 405 
Fear rais’d his hair, and wonder chain’d his tongue ; 
Struck and alarm’d with fuch a dread command. 

He longs to leave the dear enchanting land* 


But 
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But ah ! with what add refs {hall he begin. 

How fpeak his purpofe to the raving queen ? 

A thoufand thoughts his wavering foul divide, 
That turns each way, and drains on every die ; 
A thoufand projects labouring in his bread. 

On this at lad he fixes as the bed : 

Mnedheus and brave Cloanthus he commands 
To rig the fleet, to fummon all the bands 
In fecret filence to the fhore, and hide 
The hidden caufe, that bids them tempt the tide. 
Then while fair Dido, fick with fond defire. 
Thinks fitch a boundlefs love can ne’er expire, 
Himfelf the proper meafures will prepare 
To move the queen, and feize with watchful care 
The foftefl moments to addrefs the fair. 

With fpeed impatient fly the chiefs away. 

And, fir’d with eager joy, the prince obey. 

But foon the fraud unhappy Dido fpies ; 

(For what can ’fcape a lover’s piercing eyes. 

Who e’en in fafety fears with wild affright?) 

She firfi dlfcern’d the meditated flight ; 

And Fame, infernal fiend, the news conveys. 
The fleet was rigg’d and launching on the feas. 
Mad with defpair, and all her foul on flame. 
Around the city raves the royal dame : 

So the fierce Bacchanal with frantic cries. 

Stung by the god, to proud Cithaeron flies. 

And fhakes her ivy fpear and raves around, 

WMle the huge mountain echoes to the found. 

Vo t. LIIL C 
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At length, by potent love and grief opprefs’d. 

The queen, her recreant lover* flrft addrefs’d : 

And could’ ft thou hope, diflembler, from my fights 
Ah ! wretch perfidious I to conceal thy flight ? 44 j 
I n fuch bafe filence from my realms to fail ? 

Nor can our vows and plighted hands prevail* 

Nor Dido’s cruel death thy flight detain ? 

For death, death only can relieve my pain : 445 

And are thy veflels launch’d, while winter fweeps 
With the rough northern blaft the roaring deeps ? 
Barbarian 1 fay, if Troy herfelf had flood* 

Nor foreign realms 'had call’d thee o’er the flood, 
Would’ft thou thy fails in ftormy feas employ, 450 
And brave the furge to gain thy native Troy ? 

Me will you fly, to tempt the dangerous wave ? 

Ah 1 by the tears I fhed, the hand you gave ; 

(For thefe ftiM mine, and only thefe remain ; 

The tears I ftied, the hand you gave in vain 1 ) 455’ 

By thofe late folemn nuptial bands I plead. 

By thofe firft pleafures of the bridal bed ; 

If e’er, when folded in your circling arms. 

You figh’d, and prais’d thefe now-negle&ed charms r 
If pray’r can move thee, with this pray’r comply, 460 
Regard, AEneas, with a pitying eye 
A falling race, and lay thy purpofe by. 

For thee Numidian kings in arms confpire ; 

For thee have I incens’d the fons of Tyre ; 

For thee I loft my honour and my fame, 465 

That to the ftars advanc’d my glorious name. 


Mu£ 
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Mull I in death thy cmel fcorn deplore. 

My barbarous gueR ! — but ah ! — my fpoufe no more ! 
What — fhall I wait, till fierce Pygmalion pours 
From Tyre on Carthage, and deRroys my tow’rs ? 470 
Shall I in proud Ia-rbas’ chains be led 
A Have, a captive to the tyrant’s bed? 

Ah!-— had I brought, before thy fatal flight. 

Some little offspring of our loves to light; 

If in my regal hall I could furvey 475 s ' 

Some princely boy, fome young JEneas play; 

Thy dear refemblance but in looks alone ! 

I fhould not feem quite widow’d and undone. 

She faid ; the prince flood Rill in grief profound. 
And fix’d his eyes relcntlefs on the ground ; 48a 

By Jove’s high will admoniih’d from the fkies; 

At length the hero thus in brief replies. 

Your bounties, queen, I never can forget; 

And never, never pay the mighty debt ; 

But, long as life informs this fleeting frame, 485 
My foul fhall honour fair Eliza’s name. 

Then hear my plea : — By Health I ne’er deiign’d 
To leave your hofpitable realm behind; 

Forbear the thought; — much lefs in Libyan lands, 

A cafual gueft, to own the bridal bands. 490 

Had fate allow’d me to confult my eafe. 

To live and fettle on what terms I pleafe; 

Still had I Ray’d in Afia, to enjoy 

The dear, dear relicks of my native Troy ; 

Rais’d royal Priam’s ruin’d tow’rs again, 495 

A fecond Ilion for my vanquifh’d train. 

C z But 
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But now, fair queen, Apollo’s high command 
Has call’d me to the fam’d Italian land ; 

Thither, infpir’d by oracles, I move. 

There lies my country, and there lies my love. 500 
If you your riling Carthage thus admire 
In thefe Hrange realms, a foreigner from Tyre, 

Why Ihould not Teucer’s race be free to gain 

The Latian kingdom, as the gods ordain f 

Oft as the liars difplay their fiery light, 505 

And earth lies cover’d in the lhades of night, 

My father’s angry fpirit blames my Hay, 

Stalks round my bed, and fummons me away, 

Lpng has Afcanius call’d me hence in vain. 

By me defrauded of his dellin’d reign. 5 10 

And now, ev’n now, the meflenger of Jove 
(Both gods can witnefs) fliot from heav’n above : 
Charg’d with the thunderer’s high commands he flew. 
The glorious form appear’d in open view : 

I faw him pafs thefe lofty walls, and hear 5 1 5 

His aweful voice Hill murmuring in my ear. 

Then ceafe, my beauteous princefs, to complain ; 

Nor let us both be decompos’d in vain : 

From thefe dear arms to Latium forc’d away; 

’Tis fate that calls, and fate I muH obey, 5 20 

Thus while he fpoke, with high difdain and pride 
She roll’d her wrathful eyes on every fide. 

That glance in filence o’er the guilty man* 

And, all inflam’d with fury. Hie began ; 

Perfidious monfler 1 boafl thy birth no more ; 525 

No hero got thee, and no goddefs bore. 


No! 
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No ! — thou wert brought by Scythian rocks to day. 
By tigers nurs’d, and favages of prey; 

But far more rugged, wild, and iierce than they. 
For why, ah 1 why the traitor fhould I fpare? 

What bafer wrongs can I be doom’d to bear ? 

Did he once deign to turn his fcornful eyes ? 

Did he once groan at all my pie cing ftghs ? 

Drop’d he one tear in pity to my cries ? 

Calm he look’d on, and faw my pafiion burft. 
Which, which of all his infults was the work ? 

And yet great Jove and Juno from the Iky 
Behold his treafon with a carelefs eye ; 

Guilt, guilt prevails ; and jqftice is no more. 

The needy wretch juft caft upon my ihore. 

Fool as I was I with open arms I led 
At once a partner to my throne and bed ; 

From inftant death I fav’d his famifh’d train. 

His fhatter’d fleet I ftor’d and rigg’d again. 

But ah I rave; — my foul the Furies Are 5 
Now great Apollo warns him to red e ; 

With all his oracles forbids to flay ; 

And now through air with hufte the fon of May 
Conveys Jove’s orders from the bleft abodes; 

A care well worthy to diftui b the gods 1 
Go then ; I plead not, nor thy flight delay ; 

Go, feek new kingdoms through the wat’ry way ; 
But there may every god, thy crime provokes, 
Reward thy guilt, and dufh thee on the rocks ; 
Then fhalt thou call, amid the howling main. 

On injur'd Dido’s name, nor call in vain ; 

C 3 
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Fot, wrapt in fires. 111 follow through the iky, 

Flalh in thy face, or glare tremendous by. 

When death’s cold hand my draggling foul fhall free. 
My ghoft in every place (hall wait on thee ; 560 

My vengeful fpirit (hall thy torments know, 

And fmile with tranfport in the realms below. 

With that, abrupt (he took her fudden fight ; 

Sick of the day, £he loaths the golden light ; 

And turns, while fault Ymg he attempts to fay 565 
Ten thoufand things, difdainfully away ; 

Sunk in their arms the trembling handmaids led 
The fainting princefs to the regal bed. 

But though ,the pious hero tries with care. 

And melting words, to footh her fierce defpair, 570 
Stung with the pains and agonies of love. 

Still he regards the high commands of Jove; 

Repairs the fieet ; and foon the bufy train 
Roll down the lofty veftels to the main. 

New-rigg’d, the navy glides along the flood; 575 
Whole trees they bring, unfafhion’d from the wood. 
And leafy faplings to fupply their oars. 

Pour from the town, and daiken all the (bores. 

So when the pifmires, an induftrious train, 

Embody’d, rob fome gclden heap of grain, 5 So 

Studious, ere fiormy winter frowns, to lay 
Safe in their darkfome cells the treafur’d prey; 

In one long track the dufky legions lead 
Their prize in triumph through the verdant mead : 
Here, bending with the load, a panting throng 58$ 
With force conjoin’d heave fome huge grain along : 

Son|e 
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Borne lafh the ftragglers to the talk affign’d. 

Some, to their ranks, the bands that lag behind ; 

They crowd the peopled path in thick array. 

Glow at the work, and darken all the way. 590 

At that fad profpedt, that tormenting fcene. 

What thoughts, what woes were thine, unhappy queen ! 
How loud thy groans, when from thy lofty tow’r 
Thy eyes furvey’d the tumult on the fhore ; 

When on the Hoods thou heard’ A the fh outing train 595 
Plough with refounding oars the wat’ry plain? 

To what fubmifTions, of what low degree. 

Are mortals urg’d, imperious love, by thee ? 

Once more Hie flies to pray’rs and tears, to move 
Th’ obdurate prince ; and anger melts to love ; 600 

Tries all her fuppliant female arts again 
Before her death ; — but tries ’em all in vain : 

Sifler, behold, from every flde they pour 
With eager fpeed, and gather to the fhore, 604 

Hark — how with fliouts they catch the fpringing gales. 
And crown their Ihips, and fpread their flying fails. 

Ah ! had I once forefeen the fatal blow. 

Sure, I had borne this mighty weight of woe. 

Yet, yet, my Anna, this one trial make 

for thy defpairing, dying filler’s fake. 610 

For ah 1 the dear perfidious wretch, I fee* 

Lays open all his fecret foul to thee. 

In all his thoughts you ever bore a part. 

You know the nearefl paffage to his heart. 

Go then, dear filler, as a fupplianjt go, 615 

Telia in .the humblefl terms, my haughty foe, 

Q 4 1* ne’er 
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I ne’er confpir’d at Aulis to deflroy. 

With vengeful Greece, the haplefs race of Troy 5 
Nor fcnt one veflfel to the Phrygian coafl. 

Nor rak’d abroad his father’s facred dud. 620 

From all the pray’rs a dying queen prefers, 

Why will he turn his unrelenting ears ? 

Whither, ah whither, will the tyrant fly ? 

1 beg but this one grace before X die. 

To wait for calmer leas and fofter gales 625 

To fmooth the floods, and fill hi* opening fails. 

Tell my perfidious lover, I implore 

The name cf wecliock he difciaims no more : 

No more his purpos’d vo>age I detain 

From beauteou* Lalium, and his defiin’d reign. 630 

For fome fmall interval of time I move. 

Some fhort, fhort f *afon to fubdue my love ; 

Till reconcil'd to this unhappy date, 

I grow at lad fami.iar with my fate : 

This favour if he grant, my death fhall pleafe 635 
His cruel foul, and fet us both at eafe. 

Thus piay’d the queen; the filler bears in vain 
The mot ing meflage, and returns again. 

Fie fland inflexible to pray’rs and tears. 

For Jove and Fate had dop’d the hero’s ears. 640 
As o’er th* aerial Alps fublimely fpread. 

Some aged oak uprears his reverend head ; 

This way and that the furious tempefls blow. 

To lay the monarch of the mountains low ; 

Th’ imperial plant, though nodding at the found, 645 
Though all his fcatter’d honours draw the ground. 

Safe 
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Safe in his ftrength, and feated on the rock. 

In naked majeily defies the fhock : 

High as tlie head fhoots tow’ring to the ikies. 

So deep the root in hell’s foundation lies. 650 

Thus is the prince befieg’d by conflant pray’rs ; 

But though his heart relents at Dido’s cares. 

Still firm the dictates of his foul remain. 

And tears are fhed, and vows prefer’d in vain. 

Now til’d with life abandon’d Dido grows ; 655 

Now bent on fate, and harrafs’d with her wops. 

She loaths the day, fhe fickens at the iky. 

And longs, in bitternefs of foul, to die. 

To urge the fcheme of death already laid. 

Full many a direful omen fhe fu.vey’d: 660 

While to the gods file pout’d the wine, fhe view’d 
The pure libation turn’d to fable blood. 

This horrid omen to herfelr reveal’d, 

Ev’n from her filler’s ears fhe kept conceal’d ; 

Yet mere— a temple, where fhe paid her vows, 66$ 
Rofe in the palace to her former fpcufe ; 

A marble firu&ure ; this fine drefs’d around 
With fhowy wool ; with facred chaplets crown’d. 

From hence, when gloomy night fucceeds the day. 

Her hufband feems to fummon her away. 670 

Perch’d in the roof the bird of night complains. 

In one fad length of melancholy firains ; 

Now dire predictions rack her mind, foretold 
By prefeient fages, and the feers of old ; 

Now flern JEneas, her eternal theme. 

Haunts her diftraCted foul in ev’ry dream ; 

* 
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Jn flumber now fhe feems to travel on. 

Through dreary wilds, abandon’d and alone ; 

And treads a dark uncomfortable plain. 

And feeks her Tyrians o’er the wake in vain. 6So 
So Pentheus rav’d, when, flaming to his eyes. 

He faw the Furies from the deeps arife ; 

And view’d a double Thebes with wild amaze. 

And two bright funs with*riva} glories blaze. 

So bounds the mad Orekes o’er the kag'e, 685 

With looks dikra&cd, from his mother’s rage 5 
Arm’d with her fcourge of fnakes fhe drives him on. 
And, wrapt in flames, purfues her murdering fon ; 

He flies, but flies in vain ; — the Furies wait. 

And fiends in forms tremendous guai d the gate, 690 
At length dikraQed, and by love o’ercome, 

Refolv’d on death, fhe meditates her doom ; 

Appoints the time to end her mighty woe. 

And takes due meafures for the purpos’d blow. 

Then her fad filler fhe with fmiles addrefs’d, 695 
Hope in her looks, but anguifh at her break ; 

Anna, partake my joy, for lo ! I find 
The foie expedient that can cure my mind. 

Relieve my foul for ever from her pain. 

Or bring my lover to my arms again. 700 

Near Ocean’s utmok bound, a region lies. 

Where mighty Atlas props the karry ikies ; 

There lives a priekefs of Maffylian krain. 

The guardian of the rich Hefperian fane ; 

Who wont the wakeful dragon once to feed 705 

"With honey’d cakes* and poppy’s drowfy feed^ 
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That round the tree his fhining volumes roll’d 
To guard the fac.ed balls of blooming gold. 

By magic charms die matron can remove, 

Or fiercely kindle all the fires of love ; 710 

Roll back the liars; flop rivers as they flovy; 

And call giim fpe&ies from the realms of woe. 

Trees leave their mountains at her potent call ; 

Beneath her foot&eps groans the trembling ball : 

But witnefs thou, and all ye gods on high, 

With what regret to magic rites I fly. 

Go then, ereft with fpeed and fecret care. 

Within the court, a pile in open air. 

Bring all the traitor’s arms and robes, and fpread 
Above the heap our fatal bridal bed. 729 

The facred dame commands me to deltroy 
All, all memorials of that wretch from Troy. 

Thus with diflembling arts the princefs fpoke ; 

A deadly palenefs fpreads o’er all her look. 

Nor could her wretched filler once divine 725 

Thefe rites could cover fuch a dire defign. 

Nor deem’d a lover treacherous to his vows 
Should more afliid her than her murder’d fpoufe^ 

Bat rears a pile of oaks $nd firs on high. 

Within the couit, beneath the naked fky. 730 

With wreaths the queen adorn’d the flrudlure round; 
And with funereal greens and garlands crown’d : 

Next big with death, the fword and robe fhe fpread. 
And plac’d the dear, dear image on the bed. 

Amidll her altars, with dilhevel’d hairs. 

Per horrid rites the pne-ftefs now prepares. 


73 $ 
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Thun d' ring ihe calls, in many a dreadful found. 

On Chaos hoar, and Erebus profound; 

On hideous Hecate, from hell’s abodes, 

(The threefold Dian 1 ) and a hundred gods. 740 

The place £he fprinkled, where her altars Hood, 

With Hreams diflembled from Avernus’ flood. 

And black envenom’d herbs ihe brings, reap’d down 
With brazen flckles, by the glimmering moon. 

Then crops the potent knots of love with care, 745 
That from the young eflrange the parent mare. 

Now with a facred cake and lifted hands. 

All bent on death, before her altar Hands 
The royal vi&im, the devoted fair ; 

Her robes were gather’d, and one foot was bare. 750 
She calls on every Har in folemn Hate, 

Whofe guilty beams fhine confrio: s of her fate: 

She calls to witnefs every god above. 

To pay due vengeance foi her injur’d love. 

*Twas night; and, weary with the toils of day, 755 
In foft repofe the whole creation lay. 

The murmurs of the groves and furges die. 

The Aars roll folemn through the glowing fky ; 

Wide o’er the Helds a brooding filcnce reigns. 

The flocks lie Hretch’d along the flow’ry plains ; 760 

The furious favages that haunt the woods. 

The painted birds, the flilies of the floods ; 

All, all, beneath the general d-irkncfs, ihare 
In fhep, a foft forgetfulnefs of care ; 

All but the haplefs queen; — for love denies 765 

•Kelt to her thoughts, and Humber to her eyes. 


Her 
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Her paffions grow ftill fiercer, and by turns 
With love fhe maddens, and with wrath fhe burns. 

The firuggling tides in different motions roll, 

And thus Ihe vents the temped: of her foul; 770 

What fhall I do? — fhall I in vain implore 
The royal lovers I difdain’d before ? 

Or, flighted in my turn with haughty pride. 

Court the fierce tyrant whom I once deny’d ? 

Shall I the Tiojans bafe commands obey, 775 

Their Have, their fuppliant, through the watry way ? 
Yes— -for my bounties, and my former aid 
By Troy already Hand fo well repaid ! 

And yet fuppofe I were inclin’d to go ; 

The haughty Tailors would but mock my woe. 7 Bo 

Haft thou not yet, not yet, Eliza, known 
The perjur’d Tons of proud Laomedon ? 

What ! — fhall I follow through the roaring main. 

Sole and abandon’d, their triumphant train. 

Or drive ’em through the deeps with fword and fire, 785 
With all my armies, all the Tons of Tyre ? 

But can I draw to fea thofe Tyrian bands 
I drew relu&ant from their native lands? 

Die then as thou deferv’ft; in death repofej 

The fword, the friendly fword, fhall end thy woes. 79a 

You firft, dear filler, by my forrows mov’d. 

Expos’d me raihly to the wretch I lov’d ; 

Y our prompt obedience, and ofiicious care 
Fann’d the young flame, and plung’d me in defpair. 

Oh ! had I leam’d like favages to rove, 795 

And never known the woes of bridal love l 


I prov’j^ 
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I prov’d unfaithful to my former fpoufe, 

And now I reap the fruits of broken vows 1 

Thus vents the mournful queen, by love opprek, 
The grief that rag’d tumultuous in her break. 8 GO 

Meantime with all things ready for his flight* 

In thoughtlefs keep* the hero pak the night. 

To whom again the feather’d Hermes came. 

His youthful figure, looks and voice the fame, 

And thus alarms the fkmb’ring prince once more ; 805 
What — can’k thou keep in this important hour? 

Nor all thy dangers cank thou yet furvey ? 

Nor hear the zephyrs call thee to the fea ? 

Mad as thou art ! — determin’d on her doom. 

She forms dekgns of mifehiefs yet to come. 810 

Then fly her fury while thou yet cank fly. 

Before Aurora gilds the purple £ ky ; 

Fly, — or the floods fliall foon be cover’d o’er 
With numerous fleets, and armies crowd the fhore. 
And direful brands with long-projefred rays, 815 
Shall fet the land and ocean in a blaze. 

Ev’n now her dread revenge is on the wing ; 

Rife, prince j a woman is a changeful thing. 

This faid, at once he took his rapid flight, 

Diflblv’d in air, and mingled with the night. 820 
The hero karts from keep in wild furprife. 

Struck with the glorious vifion from the fkies. 

And roufes all the train : awake, unbind, 

And kretch, my friends, the canvas to the wind ; 
Seize, feize your oars ; the god defeends again, 825 
To bid me fiy, and launch into the main* 


Who- 
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Whoe’er thou art, thou blefl celefHal guide, 

Thy courfe we follow through the foamy tide ; 

With joy thy facred orders we obey ; 

And may thy friendly ftars dired the way. 850 

Sudden, he drew his fword as thus he faid* 

And cut the haulfers with the flaming blade ; 

With the fame ardor fir’d, the fhouting train 
Fly, feize their oars, and rufh into the main. 

At once the floods with fhips were cover’d o’er, 835 
And not one Trojan left upon the fhore ; 

AH firetching to the flroke, with vigour fweep 
The whitening furge, and plough the fmoking deep. 

Now o’ef the glittering lawns Aurora fpread 
Her orient beam, and left her golden bed. 

Soon as the queen at early dawn beheld 
The navy move along the wat’ry field* 

In pomp and order, from her lofty tow’r ; 

And faw th’ abandon’d port* and empty fhore ; 

Thrice her fierce hands in madnefs of defpair 
Beat her white breafl, and tore her golden hair. 

Then fhall the traitor fly, ye gods 1 (fhe faid) 

And leave my kingdom, and infulted bed ? 

And fhall not Carthage pour in arms away? 

Run there, and launch my navies on the iea. 

Fly, fly with all your fails* ye fons of Tyre ; 

Hurl flames on flames ; involve his fleet in fire. 

What have J faid? — ah ! impotent and vain ! 

I rave, I rave — what madnefs turns my brain ? 

Now can you. Dido, at fb late a time. 

Refled with horror on your former crime ? 
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Well had this rage been fhown, when fir ft you led 
The wretch, a partner to your throne and bed. 

This is the prince, the pious prince, who bore 

His gods and relicks from the Phrygian fliore ! 860 

And fafe convey’d his venerable fire 1 

On his own fhoulders through the Trojan fire ! 

Could I not tear, and throw him for a prey, 

Bafe wretch ! to every moafler of the fea ? 

Stab all his friends, his dailing fon deiiroy, 865 

And to his table ferve the murder’d boy ? 

For bent on death, and valiant from defpair. 

Say — could I dread the doubtful chance of war ? 

No — -but my flames had redden’d all the feas; 

Wrapt all the flying navy u the blaze ; 870 

Deflroy’d the race, the father and the fon. 

And crown’d the general ruin with my own. 

Thou glorious fun ! whole pier cing eyes furvey 
Thefe worlds terrcffrial in thy fiery way. 

And thou, O Juno ! bend thy aweful head, 875 

Great queen, and guardian of the bridal bed 5 
Hear thou, dire Eecate I from hell profound, 

Whofe rites nocturnal through the flreets refound. 

Hear all ye furies, fiends, and gods, who wait 
To pay due vengeance for Eliza’s fate ! 880 

If to the defin’d port the wretch mufi come. 

If fuch be Jove’s unalterable doom : 

Still let him wander, tofs’d from place to place. 

Far from his country, and his Ton’s embrace, 

By barbarous nations harrafs’d with alarms ; 8 85 

And take the field with unfuccefsful arms ; 


For 
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For foreign aid to diftant regions fly. 

See all his friends a common carnage lie ; 

And when he gains, his ruin to compleat, 

A peace more lhameful than his pall defeat ; 890 

Nor life nor empire let him long maintain, 

But fall, by murderous hands untimely {lain, > 

And lie unburied on the naked plain i 3 

This vow, ye gods, Eliza pours in death. 

With her lad blood, and her lad gafping breath! 895 
Oh ! — in the iilent grave when Dido lies. 

Rife in thy rage, thou, great avenger, rife ! 

Againft curs’d Troy, go mighty fon of Tyre, 

Go, in the pomp of famine, fword, and fire ! 

And you, my Tyrians, with immortal hate, 90© 
In future times, purfue the Dardan date. 

No peace, no commerce with the race be made : 

Pay this lad duty to your princefs’ fliade ; 

Fight, when your povv’rs fupplies fo juft a rage ; 

Fight now, fight ftill, in every didant age; 905 

By land, by fea, in arms the nation dare. 

And wage, from fon to fon, eternal war ! 

This faid, die bends her various thoughts to clofe 
Her hated life, and finidi all her woes. 

Then to her hufband’s nurfe fhe gave command, 910 
(Her own lay bury’d in her native land) 

Go, Barce, go, and bid my fider bring 
The fable vl&ims for the Stygian king, C 

But fird be fpririkled from the limpid fpring. j 

Thus let her come ; and, while I pay my vows, 91 £ 

Thou too in fillets bind thy aged brows. 

Vol. LIII. D Fain 
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Fain would I kindle now the facred pyre. 

And fee the Trojan image fink in fire. 

Thus I complete tire rites to Stygian Jove, 

And then farewell — a long farewell to love ! 92a 

She faid ; the matron, fiudious to obey. 

With duteous fpeed runs trembling all the way. 

Now to the fatal court fierce Dido flies. 

And rolls around her fiery glaring eyes ; 

Though pale and fhivering at her purpos’d doom, 925 
And every dreadful thought of death to come ; 

Yet many a crimfon fiufh, with various grace. 

Glows on her cheek, and kindles in her face. 

Furious fhe mounts the pyre, and draws the fword. 
The fatal prefent of the Dardan lord ; 

For no fuch end bellow’d ; — the confcious bed. 

And robes fhe view’d ; and tears in filence fixed ; 

Stood fill 1 , and paus’d a moment, — then fixe cafi 
Her body on the couch, and fpoke her laft : 

Ye dear, dear relicks of the man I lov’d ! 

While fate confented, and the gods approv’d. 

Relieve my woes, this rage of love control. 

Take my lafi breath, and catch my parting foul. 

My fatal courfe is finiflf d, and I go 
A ghofi majefiic to the realms below. 

Well have I liv’d to fee a glorious town 
Rais’d by thefe hands, and bulwarks of my own ; 

Of all its trophies robb’d my brother’s fword, 

And on the wretch reveng’d my murther’d lord. 

Happy ! thrice happy 1 if the Dardan band 945 
Had never touch’d upon the Libyan land. 
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Then preffing with her lips the Trojan bed. 

Shall I then die, and unreveng’d ? (fhe faid) 

Yet die I will, — and thus, and thus, I go— 

Thus — fly with pleafure to the fhades below. 95 a 

This blaze may yon’ proud Trojan from the fea. 

This death, an omen of his own, fiirvey. 

Meantime, the fad attendants, as fhe fpoke. 

Beheld her ftrike, and fink beneath the flroke. 

At once her fnowy hands were purpled o’er, 95 5 
And the bright faulchion fmok’d with iireaming gore. 
Her fudden fate is blaz’d the city round ; 

The length’ning crie* from fireet to ftreet refound ; 

To female flirieks the regal dome repKes, 

And the fhrill echoes ring amidfl the ikies ; 960 

As all fair Carthage, or her mother Tyre, 

Storm’d by the foe, had funk in floods of fire ; 

And the fierce flame devour’d the proud abodes. 

With all the glorious temples of the gods. 

Her brcathlefs filter runs with eager pace, 963 
And beats her throbbing breaft, and beauteous face. 
Fierce through the parting crowds the virgin flies. 

And on her dying dear Eliza’s cries. 

Was this, my Dido, ah ! was this the way 

You took, your eafy filter to betray? 970 

Was it for this my hands prepar’d the pyre. 

The fatal altar, and the funeral fire ? 

Where fhall my plaints begin ? — ah ! wretch undone 
Now left abandon’d to my woes alone ! 

Was I unworthy then, to yield my breath, 97 j 

And fhare thy fweet fociety in death f 
JD z 
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Me, me you fliould have call’d, your fate to (hare 
From the fame weapon, and the fame defpair. 

And did thefe hand* the lofty pile compofe ? 

Bid I invoke our gods with folemn vows ? g\ 

Only- -ah cruel! to be fent away 

From the fad fcene of death I now Purvey.? 

You by this fatal droke, and I, and all. 

Your fenate, people, and your Carthage fall. 

Bring, bring me water ; let me bathe in death 9! 
Her bleeding wounds, and catch her parting breath. 
Then up the deep afcent (he dew, and pred 
Her dying filler to her heaving bread ; 

With cri s fucceeding cries her robes unbound. 

To danch the blood that iiTu’d from the wound. 91 
Her bofom groaning with convulfive pain. 

She drives to raife her heavy lids in vain. 

And in a moment links, and fwoons again. 

Prop'd on her elbow, thrice (he rear’d her head. 
And thrice fell back, and fainted on the bed ; 9* 

Sought with her fwimming eyes the golden light. 
And faw the fun, but ficken’d at the fight. 

Then mighty Juno, with a melting eye. 

Beheld her dieadful angulfh from the fky 9 

And bade fair Iris, from the darry pole, xo< 

Fly, and enlarge her agonizing foul : 

For as (he dy’d by love before the time. 

Nor fell by fate, nor peridfd for a crime. 

Not yet had Proferpine, with early care, 

Clip’d from her head the fatal golden hair ; io< 



The folemn ofFeiing to the powers below. 

To free the fpirit, and relieve her woe. 

Swift from the glancing fun the goddefs drew 
A thoufand mingling colours, as fhe flew : 

Then radiant hover’d o’er the dying fair ; 

And lo ! this confecrated lock I bear 
To Stygian Jove : and now, as heav’n ordains, 
Releafe thy foul from thefe corporeal chains. 

The goddefs flretch’d her hand, as thus fhe faid. 
And clip’d the facred honours or her head ; 

The vital fpirit flies, no more confln’d, 

Diflolves in air, and mingles with the wind. 


End of the Fourth Book. 
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A R G U M ENT* 


JEneas fetting fail from Africk, is driven by a ftorm on 
the coafts of Sicily, where he is holpitably received 
by his friend Aceftes, king of part of die ifland, and 
born of Trojan parentage. He celebrates the me- 
mory of his father with divine honours, inftitutes 
funeral games, and appoints prizes for thofe who 
ihould conquer in them. While the ceremonies were 
performing, Juno fends Iris to perfuade the Trojan 
women to burn the flips, who, upon her mitigation, 
fet hre to them ; which burnt four, and would have 
confurned the ref, had not Jupiter by a fudden flower 
extinguified it. Upon this, JEneas, by the advice of 
one of his generals, and a vif on of his father, builds 
a city, for the women, old men, and others, who were 
either unfit for war, or weary of the voyage ; and 
fails for Italy. Venus procures of Neptune a fafe 
voyage for him and all his men, excepting only his 
pilot Falinurus, who was. unfortunately loft. 
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"|tkT OW with a profp’rous breeze, iEneas held 

His defin’d courfe, and plough’d the wat’ry held ; 
Unhappy Dido’s funeral flames furveys. 

That gild the fpires, and round the bulwarks blaze ; 
But foon the hidden caufe the prince divin’d 5 

From the known tranfports of a female mind ; 

With fuch a whirl their fiery pafilons move. 

In the mad rage of difappointed love ! 

Now o’er the deep the rapid gallies fly. 

And the vafl: round was only wave and iky. 1 9 

A cloud all charg’d with livid darknefs fpreads, 
Black’ning the floods, and gathering o’er their heads. 
Aloud the careful Palinurus- cries ; 

Lo I what a dreadful fiorm involves the Ikies ! 

Oh ! Neptune, mighty father of the main ! 

What tempeiis threaten from thy wat’ry reign ? 

Then he commands to furl the fails, and fweep 
With et ery bending oar the foamy deep. 

Himfelf, to break the blafi, his fails inclin’d. 

And fled obliquely with the driving wind. 2® 

Oh 1 mighty prince, the trembling mailer cry’d. 
Scarce could I hope, in fuch a tolling tide. 
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To reach Hefperia and furmount the Hood, 

Though Jove had pall the promife of a God. 

See ! from the well what thwarting winds arife ! 25 

How in one cloud are gathered half the ikies l 
In vain our ccurfe we labour to maintain. 

And, draggling, work againd the dorm in vain. 

Let us, fmce fortune mocks our toil, obey. 

And fpsed our voyage, where fhe points the way. 30 
For not far didant lies the realm, that bore 
Your brother Eryx, the Sicilian ihore. 

If right I judge, whofe eyes with condant care 
Have watch’d the heav’ns, retracing every liar. 

I fee, reply ’d the prince, thy fruitlefs pain, 35 
That long has draggled with the winds in vain. 

Then change thy courfe, the whirling gulls obey. 

And fleer with open fails a different way. 

Oh I to what dearer land can I retreat ? 

There I may rig again my diatter’d Heet : 40 

That land my father’s facred dud contains. 

And there my Trojan friend, Acedes reigns. 

This faid, they deer their courfe ; the wedern gales 
With friendly breezes dretch their bellying fails ; 
Smooth o’er the tides the flying navy pad, 43 

And reach’d with joy the well-known fhore at lad. 

The king with wonder from a mountain’s brow 
Beheld the Heet approach the coad below ; 

Then, with a javelin ip his hand, defeends. 

Clad in a lion’s fpoils, to meet his friends, 5#. 

This monarch ihrung from great Crinifus’ Hood ; 
pis Trojammother mingling with the god. 
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With due regard he hails the kindred train. 
Arriv’d from Carthage at his realms again ; 
With feafis their fainting fpirits he reilor’d ; 

And rural viands crown’d the generous board. 

Now the diminifh’d ftars had fled away 
Before the glories of the dawning day. 

His friends Asneas fummon’d from the coail ; 
Then from a riflng point befpoke the holl : 

Ye far -fam’d fons of Troy, a race divine, 

Whofe fathers fprung from Jove’s immortal line. 
Now the full circle of the year runs round. 

Since we difpbs’d my fire in foreign ground. 
Rais’d verdant altars to the mighty ihade. 

And paid all funeral honours to the dead : 

And now the fatal day is juit return’d. 

By me (fo Heav’n ordains) with rites adorn’d. 
For ever honour’d, and for ever mourn’d ; 
Though banifli’d to the burning Libyan find. 
Though led a captive to the Argive land. 
Though loft and flip wreck’d, on the Grecian fea. 
Still woifd I folemnize this facred day. 

Sure all the friendly pow’rs our courfe infpire. 

To the dear relicks of my reveiend fire. 

Haile then, the new-adopted god adore. 

And from his grace a profp’rous gale implore ; 
Implore a city, where we Fill may pay. 

In his own fane, the honours of the day. 

On every ihip two oxen are bellow’d 
By great Aceiles of our Dardaa blood; 
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Call to the feaft your native Phrygian pow’rs. 

With thofe the hofp.tablc king adores* 

Soon as the ninth fair morning’s opening light 
Shall glad the world, and chace the fhades of night, 85 
Then to my Trojans I propofe, to grace 
Thefe facred rites, the rapid naval race ; 

Then all, who glory in their matchlefs force. 

Or vaunt their fiery fwiftnefs in the courfe. 

Or dart the fpear, or bend the twanging bow, 90 
Or to the dreadful gauntlet dare the foe. 

Attend; and each by merit bear away 
The noble palms, and glories of the day. 

Now grace your heads with verdant wreaths, he faid ; 
Then with his mother's myrtle binds his head. 95 
Like him, Acedes, and the royal boy 
Adorn their brows, with all the youth of Troy. 

Now to the tomb furrounded with a throng, 

A mighty train, the hero pad along. 

Two bowls of milj-c, and facred blood he pours ; 1 00 

Two of pure wine ; and fcatters purple flow’rs. 

Then thus — Hail facred lire, all hail again. 

Once more redor’d, but ah ! reftor’d in vain l 
’Twas more than envious fate would give, to fee 
The deitin’d realms of Italy with thee ; 105 

Or mighty Tyber’s rolling dreams explore. 

The facred Hood, that bathes th’ Aufonian fhore. 
Scarce had he faid, when, beauteous to behold ! *<% 

from the deep tomb, with many a fhining fold. 

An azure ferpent rofe, in Scales that flam’d with 
gold; 1 10 - ' 

Like 



.VIRGIL’S iENSID. BOOKV. 45 

Like heaven’s bright bow his varying beauties fhone. 
That draws a thoufand colours from the fun : 

Pleas’d round the altars and the tomb to wind. 

His glittering length of volumes trails behind. 

The chief in deep amaze fufpended hung, 1 15 

While through the bowls the ferpent glides along ; 
Taftes all the food, then foftly Hides away. 

Seeks the dark tomb, and quits the facred prey; 
Afionifh’d at the fight, the hero paid 
New rites, new honours to his father’s fhade, * 1 20 
Doubts if the dsemon of his fire rever’d. 

Or the kind genius of the place appear’d. 

Five fable fleers he flew with rites divine. 

As many fnowy fheep, and briiily fvvine ; 

And pouring wine, invok’d his father’s fhade 125 
Sent from the darkfome regions of the dead. 

Then all the train, who gather’d round the grave. 

Each for his rank, proportion’d treafures gave. 

The altars blaze ; the vi&ims round expire ; 

Some hang the maffy cauldrons o’er the fire : 1 30 

Some o’er the grafs the glowing embers fpread; 

Some broil the entrails on the burning bed. 

Now bright the ninth expeded morning fhone ; 

Now rofe the fiery courfers of the fun. 

When endlefs crowds the vaft afiembly crown’d 135 
From, all the wide difpeopled country round. 

Some rous’d by great x^ceiles’ mighty name. 

Some to behold the Trojan Grangers came, 

§ome to contend* and try the nGble game. 

fa 
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In view, amid the fpacicus circle, lay 14® 

The codly gifts, the prizes of the day. 

Arms on the ground, and facred tripods glow. 

With wreaths and palms to bind the vigor's brow. 
Silver and purple veils in heaps are rolled. 

Rich' robes, and talents of the pure# gold ; ^45 

And from a mount the fprightly trump proclaims 
To all the gather’d crowd the glorious games. ’ 

Four well-match’d gallies fird, by oars imped’d 
Drawn from the navy, took the wat’ry field. 

In the fwift Dolphin mighty Mneilheus came, 150 
Mneftheus, the founder of the Memmian name. 

Next Gyas in the vad Chimsera fweeps 
(Huge as a town) the hoarfe refounding deeps : 

Three rows of oars employ the panting train. 

To pufh th* enormous burthen o’er the main. 155 
Sergedus in the Centaur took his place. 

The glorious father of the Sergian race. 

In the blue Scylla great Cloanthus rode. 

The noble fource of our Cluentian blood ; 

Far in the main a rock advances o’er 1 60 

The level tides, and fronts the foamy fhore. 

That hid beneath the rolling ocean lies. 

When the black dorms involve the darry ikies. 

But in a calm its lofty head difplays 

To red the birds who wing the fpacious feas. 165 

Here the great hero fixt an oaken bough, 

A mark, that nodded o’er the craggy brow ; 

To teach the train to deer the backward way. 

And fetch a fhorter circle round the fea ; 
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Then, rank’d by lot, confpicuous o’er the flood, 170 
The chiefs array’d in gold and purple glow’d. 

The youths green poplars round their temples twine. 
And bright with oil their naked bodies Aline, 

Eager, they grafp their oars, and liA’ning wait theiign. 
Thick in their hearts alternate motions play, 1 75 
Now preA with beating fears they fink away. 

Now throb with riling hopes to win the glorious day. 
Soon as the trump the Aril fhrill iignal blew. 

All, in a moment, from the barrier flew : 

Turn’d by their labouring oars the furges rife, 1 80 
And with their fliouts the failors rend the fkies. 

The foamy tides with equal furrows fweep ; 

And, opening to the keel, divides the hoary deep. 

Not half fo fwift the fiery courfers pour. 

And, as they Aart, the dIAant plain devour ; 1 85 

Nor half fo fierce the drivers, pois’d in air. 

Urge the fleet fteeds to whirl the flying car. 

Throw up the reins, and, bending o’er the yoke. 

Shout, lafh, and fend their fouls at every flroke. 

The crowds in parties join; and, to the cries 1 9© 
And eager fliouts, the hollow wood replies ; 

While hills to hills repeat the mingled roar. 

And tKe long echo rolls around the winding fhore. 

With peals of loud applaufe from every fide 

FirA Gyas flew, and fliot along the tide. igg 

Cloanthus follows, but his pond’rous fhip. 

Though better maim’d, moves heavier on the deep. 
Behind, the Dolphin and the Centaur lay. 

At equal diAance, on the wat’ry way ; 
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Now darts the rapid dolphin o’er the main, 20a 

Now the vad Centaur wins the day again : 

Then, fide by fide, and front by front, they join. 

And plough in frothy tracks the ruffled brine. 

And now proud Gyas reach’d th’ appointed place. 
Awhile the vi&or of the wat’ry race ; 205 

Then to Menaces call’d, and gave command. 

To leave the right, and deer againd the land ; 

Let others plough the deep in vain he (poke ; 

The cautious pilot dreads the lurking rock. 

And turns his prow, and deers a different road, 210 
And leaves the {hallows for the open Hood. 

Once more in vain the raging Gyas cry’d. 

And lo ! that moment, brave Cloanthus fpy’d 
Clofe at his back, who plough’d the nearer tide. 

The dangerous way the daring hero took 215 

Between bold Gyas and the founding rock. 

Sudden beyond the chief he fhoots away. 

Clear of the goal, and gains the roamy fea. 

Then Gyas wept ; and grief and rage enflame 
The youth, forgetful of his friends and fame. 22® 
From the high dern, with anger and difdain, 

He hurl’d the hoary mader in the main ; 

Then madly took himfelf the foie command. 

And fir’d his train, and bore upon the land. 

Hoary with age, and druggling long in vain, 225 
With curnb’rous veds, Menaces mounts again ; 
Trembling he climb’d a lofty rock ; and dry’d 
His limbs, all drench’d and reeking with the tide. 

Loud 
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Loud laugh’d the crowds to fee him fhoot away. 

Drink and dlfgorge by tuins the briny fea. 230 

At diflance Mnedheus and Sergeffus lie; 

Both hope to pafs the fiery Gyas by. 

The Vantage fird the bold Sergedus took. 

With rapid fpeed, advancing to the rock ; 

But not a length before : the dolphin rides 235 

With rival fpeed, and bears upon her fides. 

Brave Mneilheus now inflames his naval crew. 

As o’er the deck from man to man he flew. 

My brave affociates, an whofe aid I trull. 

You, whom I chofe, when Ilion funk in dud, 240 
Now 1 hew the drength and fpirit once you fhew’d. 
When raging dorms, and Syrtes you withdood. 
Plough’d Malea’s tide, and dem’d th’ Ionian Hood : 
Now, now, my friends, your utmod pow’r difplay. 

Rife to your oars, and fweep the wat’ry way : 245 

Nor drive we now the victory to gain. 

Though yet 1 —but ah 1 let thofe the palm obtain, 
Thofe, whom thy favours crown, great monarch of 
the main ! 

But to return the lags of all the day ! 

Oh ! wipe, my friends, that lhameful dain away 1 250 
Fir’d at the word, each other they provoke ; 

Springs the fwift £hip at every vigorous droke. 

With painful fweat their heaving bodies dream ; 

Thick pant their hearts, and trembles every limb. 

All bending to their oars the labour ply ; 255 

The fea rolls backward, and the furges fly. 

'Vol. LIIL E Now, 
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Now, with the wifh’d fuccefs they toil to gain* 
Indulgent fortune crowns the labhing train; 

For while the fierce Sergeilus nearer drew, 

An r 3 in a fcanty {pace too rafhly few, 260 

(His road Hill narrower) with a mighty (hock 
Pie ruih’d againfir the fliaip projected rock. 

Then flew the Matter'd oars, and flying rung. 

And on the rugged fides the veilel hung. 

To gain their floating oars, with mingled cries, 265 
All arm’d with iron poles, the failors rife. 

Fir’d with fuccTs, along the open feas 
Proud MneHheus (hoots, invoking every breeze. 

As in her nefl, within fome cavern hung. 

The dove fits trembling o’er her callow young, 270 
Till rous’d at laffc by fome impetuous Ihock, 

She Harts furpris’d, and beats around the rock ; 

Then to the open field for refuge flies. 

And the free bird expatiates in the fides ; 

Her pinions pois’d, through liquid air fhe fprings, 275 
And fmoothly glides, nor moves her levelled wings : 

So joyful Mneflheus darts without control 
O’er the wide ocean, and approach’d the goal ; 

So the fwift dolphin Hies in open view. 

And gain’d new Hrength, new fwiftnefs as Hie flew. 280 
Firfl by Sergeilus’ fhip he (hoots along. 

That in the (helves and dang’rous lhaflows hung ; 

With cries the chief his rival’s aid implores. 

And Hrives in vain to row with (batter’d oars. 

Next fiery Gyas he with fliouts purfu’d. 

Who, in the huge Chimcera Hem’d the flood ; 
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She yields, depriv’d of her experienc’d guide; 

And fees her rival fly triumphant o’er the tide. 

Now, near the port, with all his pow’r he Arains 
To pafs Cloanthus, who the laft remains. 290 

The doubling fhouts infpire him as he flies 
And the long peal runs rattling round the ikies : 

Thefe, fluftfd with pride, would caA their lives away. 
Ere they reflgn the glories of the day : 

Thofe, by fuccefs, in flrength and fpirit rife, 295 
And their fierce hopes already win the prize. 

Thus haply both with level beaks had ply’d 
The furge, and rode the vidlors of the tide ; 

Rut brave Cloanthus o’er the rolling floods 
Stretch’d wide his hands, and thus invok’d the gods : 30© 
Ye pow’rs ! on whofe wild empire I difplay 
My flying fails, and plough the wat’ry way ; 

Oh 1 hear your fuppliant, and my vow fucceed ; 

Then on thefe ihores a milk-white bull fhall bleed ; 

And purple wine your filver waves fhall ftain, 305 
And facred vidtims glut the greedy main. 

Thus he — and every Nereid heard the vow. 

With mighty Phorcus from the deeps below. 

And great Portunus, with his ample hand, 

Pufh’d on the rapid galley to the land. 31Q 

Swift as the hilling javelin cuts the fkies. 

Swift as a whirlwind, to the port fhe flies. 

And now the herald’s voice proclaims aloud 
Cloanthus vidtor, to the fhouting crowd. 

The mighty prince himfelf, with verdant boughs 315 
Of vivid laurel, binds the hero’s brows. 

E 2 
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Three fleers, and one laige talent are bellow’d 
On every rival crew, that plough’d the hood. 

But to the gloiious leaders, bold and brave. 

The generous chief dihinguilh’d honours gave. 32® 
A robe the victor lhar’d, where purple plays, 

Mixt with lich gold, in every fhining maze. 

There royal Ganymede, inwrought with art. 

O’er hills and forefts hunts the bounding hart ; 

The beauteous youth, all wondrous to behold 1 325 

Pants in the moving threads, and lives in gold : 

From tow’ring Ida fhoots the bird of Jove, 

And bears him draggling through the clouds above ; 
With out- hr etch’d hands his hoary guardians cry 
And the loud hounds fpring furious at the fky. 330 
On Mnehheus next, the chief who bore away 
The fecond glorious honours of the day, 

A Ihining mail the generous prince bellows, 

That, rich with clafps of gold, refulgent glows. 

Who ilript Deinoleus of die collly load 335 

In Trojan fields, by Simois’ mighty flood : 

Two labouring fervants, with united toil [fpoil : 

And llrength conjoin’d, fcarce heav’d th’ enormous 
Yet in'thefe arms of old, with matchlefs might. 

The fwift Demolcus chac’d his foes in fight. 340 
This mail, iEneas gave the chief to bear, 

A fure defence and ornament in war. 

The next rich prefents mighty Gyas grace. 

Two ponderous cauldrons of refulgent brafs ; 

Two diver goblets, wrought with art divine, 345 
That rough, and bright with fcdpiur’d figures lhlne. 

Proud 
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Proud of their gifts the lofty leaders tread. 

And purple fillets glitter on their head. 

When, from the rock fcarce difengaged with pain, 
Sergellus brings his fhatter’d fhip again, 350 

One due all maim’d, fhs flowly moves along, 

Spo d’d of her cais amid the hooting throng ; 

As when a ling’ring fate the ferpent feels. 

Obliquely crufii’d beneath the brazen wheels. 

Or, bruis’d and mangled by the cruel fwain 3551 
With fome huge flone, wiithes with the fhooting pain, > 
And rolls and twills her fcaly folds in vain. 3 

Above, all fierce her glittering volumes rife. 

Flames in her creil, and lightning in her eyes ; 

But maim’d below, and tai dy with the wound, 36 o 

Her Iran unfolded drags along the ground. 

So maim'd and flow the Blatter’d gaily pall. 

But aided by her fails fne leach’d the port at lad. 
Pleas’d with the veil'd and the crew redor’d. 

The generous prince rewards their liaplefs lord. 363 
The pi ends ’d prefen t to the chief he gave; 

Pholoe, the beauteous female Ciemn Have, 

3 n works of art fuperior to the red. 

And proud of two fair infants at the bread. 

This conted o’er ; with thousands in his train, 370 
Mov’d the great hero to a fpacious plain. 

High hills die verdant theatre furround ; 

And wra mg woods the mighty ciicuit crown’d. 

Hither, with all the crowds the prince withdrew. 

And tcok his fylvan throne in open view. 

E3 
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Here coflly gifts the chief propos’d, to grace 
The jfprightly youths that urge the rapid race. 
Now throng the Trojan and Sicilian band ; 

And firft Eurvalus and Nifus Hand ; 

That, for his youthful charms admir’d by Troy; 
This, for chafe frisndlhip to the beauteous boy. 
Next to the ccntelt, warm with hopes of fame. 
Of Priam’s royal race, Diores came, 

S alius and Patron then in order pafl ; 

Epirus one, and one Arcadia grac’d. 

Erave Helymus and Panopes fucceed ; 

Two valiant youths in fair Trinacria bred ; 

Who with Acefes drove the favage race 
From wood to wood, long pradlis’d to the chace. 
And mighty numbers more, unknown to fame. 
Advance in crowds to lhare the glorious game. 
High in the midit ./Eneas rear’d his head. 

And oh ! attend, ye generous youths, (he Paid ;) 
Of all who try the fortune of the day. 

Not one fhall go without a gift away. 

With two bright Cretan lances, each fhall (hare 
An ax with filver grav’d, to fhine in war. 
Difinguifh’d gifts and olive wreaths frail grace 
The three triumphant vidfors of the race. 

On the fxrf youth a courfer I bellow, 

Whofe trappings rich with gold and purple glow : 
The next a quiver charg’d with drafts fhall claim. 
Such as adorns an Amazonian dame ; 

Clafp’d by a gem, refulgent to behold. 

Shines the blight trophy with a belt of gold. 
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On the proud youth this gift fhall be conferred : 

And this fair Argive helm ihall grace the third. 

This faid, they took their place ; the trumpet blew ; 
And all impetuous from die barrier flew : 

Fie.ce as a tcmpeft, o’er the plain they paft 410 
From the full ipace, and gain upon the laft* 

Fil'd Nifus fprung, and left the crowd behind* 

Swift as the lightning, or the wings of wind. 

Next, but the next with many a length between* 

Young Salius fkim'd along the level green. 4x5 

Euryaius, the third, fcuice touch d the plain; 

Belrnd, bold Helymus his rival ran ; 

But, hovering o’er him, runs Diores nigh; 

Now fide by fide, and foot by foot they fly. 

The youth had conquer’d in a longer way, 420 

Or undecided left the honours of the day. 

And now they juft approach’d with rapid pace. 

Tir’d with the toil, the limit of the race. 

When Nifus fell amid the fiippery plain. 

Drench with the copious blood of victims flain. 425 
His feet no moi e the fhouting viftor held ; 

Aloft they fly, and quiver on the field. 

Headlong he fell, with mud all cover’d o’er. 

And every limb was ftain’d with facred gore. 

Yet, as he weltered on the ground, he ftrove 430 
To fhew Euryaius his ardent love. 

For now, ev"n now, the youth Ids body threw 
Before If s rival Salius, as he flew ; 

He fell, and on the ground extended lay; 1 ' 

Thus favoui’d by his friend, fprung fwift away 435 V 
The young Euryaius, and won the day, j 

E 4 * At 
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At once beyond the goal the visitor flies ; 

Shouts of applaufe tumultuous rend the flues. 

Next Helymus, and next Diores came 

With eager aider, now the third in fame. 440 

Now S alius fills the ring with clam’rous cries, 

By turns to every hoary judge applies, s 

Storms at the fraud, and claims the rightful prize, j 
But favour, winning tears, and youthful grace. 

Plead for the boy, the victor of the race. 445 

Diores too, before the partial crowd. 

Defends the young Euryalus aloud; 

Who now muff urge his claim, fhould SaKtis gain 
The firil proud honours, to the third in vain. 

Thus then the prince — In order fhall we pay 450 
To each brave youth the prizes of the day : 

Since tliefe are jfhar’d, permit me to extend 
One proof of pity to a haplefs friend : 

This faid, on SaKus generous be bellow’d 
A lion s yellow fpcils, (a cofily load 1 ) 455 

W ith ma'tial pride his fhouldcrs to infold ; 

Rough was the dreadful mane, the paws were fheath’d 
in gold. 

When Nifus thus, — If fuch high prefents grace 
S alius who fell, firil vanquish'd in the race. 

What gift fhall I receive, who bore away, 460 

And flill had held the honours of the day. 

Had not that fortune, which my foe overthrew, 

JBefafPn unhappy Nifus, as he Sew ? 

Then flow’d his robes and face witn blood defil’d : 

Tli ? indulgent father of the people fmil’d, 465 

And 
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.And caus’d a mighty buckler to be brought. 

With art divine by Bidymaon wrought ; 

Great Neptune’s gates the prize adorn’d in Troy, 
Now the bright prefent loads the favour’d boy. 

Thefe gifts bellow’d ; the hero cries aloud, 

Stand forth, ye valiant champions, from the crowd ; 
Who vaunt your courage and unri vail’d might. 

And with the gauntlet dare provoke the light. 

Then he propos’d, in gold and garments gay, 

A bull, to grace the vi&or of the day. 4^- 

Next, to relieve the lofer’s lhamc and pain. 

Cad a rich fvord and helmet on the plain. 

Strait with a fliout, fupremely tall and flrong. 

Bold Dares rear’d his bulk above the throng ; 

The youth, the only youth, who dar’d withiiand 480 
The fierce tempeduous fway of Paris’ hand. 

Who on huge Bates prov’d his matddefs might 
At PIcAor’s tomb, victorious in the fight ; 

(Bates of Ainycus’ Bcbryciml drain,) 

And fa etcli’d th’ enormous giant on the plain. 485 
Thus, glorying in his drength, in open view 
His arms around, the tow ’ring Dares threw. 

Stalk’d high, and laid his brawny fhouldcrs bare. 

And dealt his whidling blows in empty air. 

His match was fought ; through all a terror ran; 490 
All gaz’d and trembled at the mighty man. 

Defpaii , he thought, had feiz’d the circling bands ; 
And now before the prince the champion Hands ; 
b ierce by the horns the beauteous bull he took. 

And in proud triumph to the hero fpoke ; 


m 

Since 
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Since none, cli ! chief, accepts the proffer’d fray* 
Why for his coward foe mull Dares flay ? £ 

Permit me, prince, to lead my rightful prize away. 3 
The Trojans clamour with applauding cries. 

And for the youth demand die promis’d prize. 500 
Then to Entellus old Acefles laid. 

Who fate befxde him on the fiow’ry bed ; 

Entellus ! — once the braved on the plain. 

But ah ! the braved, and the bed in vain ! 

With filch tame patience can my friend furvey 505 
This prize, without a conted, borne away ? 

Where, where is now great Eryx’ vaunted name ; n 
The god, who taught our thund’ring arms the game, > 
1 ’he fpoils that g~ace thy : oof, and all thy former fame r 3 
I am not dead, replies the chief, to praife, 510 

Nor yield to fear, but fink by length of days. 

My nerves undrung, my drength no more remains. 
And age creeps fhiv’ring dirough my icy veins. 

Had I that vigour dill, my youth could bead. 

Or yon* vain champion vaunts to all the hod, 5 1 5 
Soon fhouid this arm that Infolence chadize. 

For fame alone, without the proffer'd prise. 

Evhi now 1 fcorn the combat to decline ; 

The prize I heed not ; let tiie fame be mine ! 

This faid ; amid the 1 ing, in open view, 5 2® 

Two mighty gauntlets on the grouud he threw: 

Thefe grac'd great Eryx in the fight of old, 

And brac’d his arms wich many a dreadful fold : 

.Seven thick bull-hides, their volumes huge difpread. 
Ponderous with iron and a vteignt of lead. 525 

The 
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The hoH Hood all aHonifh’d at the fight. 

But Dares moil, who now refus’d the fight : 

The hero turns the folds, in wonder Hands, 

And pois’d th’ enormous gauntlets in his hands. 

How had you wonder’d, the bold champion faid, 530 
Had you the huge Herculean arms furvey’d ? 

Had you thofe ponderous gloves of death beheld. 

And the Hern combat, on this fatal Held ? 

Thefe, prince, of old your brother Eryx were, 

Lo ! you behold ’em Hill diHam’d with gore. 535 
With thefe Alddes’ force he long fuHain’d, 

And thefe I brandifti’d, while my Hrength remain’d. 
Ere the cold hand of envious age had Hied 
Thefe marks of winter on my hoary head. 

Yet, if your champion trembles at the light, 540 
Nor dares to meet thefe gauntlets in the fight ; 

If fo fEneas and the king incline; 

Lo 1 to his fears thefe weapons I refign : 

With equal arms the combat we will try ; 

And thou, lay thou, thy Trojan gauntlets by. 543 
Tills faid, the hero firait his iobe unbound. 

And call the double garment on the ground ; 

Bares his huge brawny limbs, and on the funds. 
Dreadful to view, the hoary champion Hands. 

Then the great prince with equal gauntlets bound 550 
Their vigorous hands, and brac’d their arms around : 
Their arms, that moment, each impetuous foe. 

Rear’d high in air, and rofe to every blow ; 

And, while their raging hands the fight provoke. 
Withdraw their heads from each tempeHuous ftroke. 55^ 

Thi§ 
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This on his youth and a£live ipeed regies. 

That on his bulk and tall gigantic fize : 

But each vail limb moves IlifF and flow with age ; 

And thick fliort pantings iliake the lab’rlng fage. 

Each,, but in vain, a thoufand ftrokes bellows ; 560 

Their lides and breads re-echo to the blows. 

With fwift repeated wounds their hands fly round 
Their heads and cheeks ; their crackling jaws refound : 
Unmov’d Entellus, with a ftedfalt look 
And watchful eye, avoids the furious ilroke, 565 
The youth inveils his fee with all his pow’r. 

As feme brave leader a beleaguer’d tow’r. 

When on the bulwarks in his rage he falls. 

And plants his engines round til’ embattled walls ; 

On every flde with fruillefs fk.il] and pain, 570 
Eager he tries a pafs or pod to gain. 

And fiorms the rocky battlements in vain. 

And now his aim the bold Entellus took. 

With his huge hand, high brand] fli’d for the ilroke ; 
The youth obferv’d the long-drfcending blow, 5- 
And leaps aflde, and diiappoints the foe : 

The ilroke was fpent in air ; with dreadful found 
Prone fell the champion thund’riug to the ground. 

A pine thus tumbles to the vales below, 

Prom Ida's top, or Erymanthus’ brow. 580 

At once the Trojans and Sicilians rife. 

And with cli\ ided clamours rend the ikies. 

And Aril Aceiles, touch’d with pity, ran 
To raife his friend and old compeer again. 

Swift 
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Swift from the fall, and with redoubled m’glit 585 
Sprung the fierce hero, and renew’d the fight ; 
Impiov’d in fpirit, to the combat came. 

While confcious valour fets his foul on flame. 

Stung with difgrace, and more enrag’d with diame. 
Now headlong o’er the field he drove the foe, 590 
And rofe in ftrength and wrath at every blow. 

Now a thick dorm of drokes around him flies. 

Thick as the hail comes rattling from the ikies ; 

With both his thundering hands the blows he ply’d. 
And turn’d his giddy foe on every fide. 595 

Then flew the good iEneas, to aflwage 
The hero’s wrath, and check the mighty rage : 

From death he fnatch’d the champion, and began 
To foothe the forrows of the vanquifh’d man : 

What madnefs, haplefs Dares, has pofied 600 
Thy thoughtlefs mind, and fir’d thy daring bread ? 
Thy rival fee, fudain'd by pow’r divine. 

By other drength, and mightier force than thine 1 
Ceafe then, and give the vain contention o’er ; 

Ceafe, and oppofe the hand of heaven no more ! 605 

The youth now drags his trembling legs along ; 

His loofc head tott’ring o’er his fbouldeis hung. 

Giddy with pain ; he now ejefls the blood. 

His loofen’d teeth come mingled in the flood : 

While in their arms his fad aflfociates bore 610 

The batter’d champion groaning to the fhore. 

The dear-bought fword arid helmet brought away. 

And left the palm and bull the vigor’s prey. 


Now 
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Now great Entellus, glorying in the prise. 

And flufh’d with conqueft, thus, exulting cries ; 615 

Behold, ye Trojans, and thou, chief divine, 

What vigour, in the bloom of youth, was mine ; 

From what a thundering arm and fatal blow. 

Your timely mercy has preferv’d my foe* 

With that the chief, colle&ed in his might, 620 

Confronts the victim, the reward of light ; 

Then rais’d his hand aloft, and from above. 

With dreadful fway, the pond’rous gauntlet drove 
Through the broad forehead of the ftately bull. 

And dafh’d within the brain the batter’d ikulL 625 
The bull, convulilve with the deadly wound. 

Groans, tumbles, rolls, and quivers on the ground. 
Then, thus the hoary chief performs his vow, 

Eryx, on thee this vldim l beftow ; V 

A nobler vi&im than my Trojan foe I 6:0 3 

To younger champions now the game I yield; [field. 
Here hang my conquering arms ; and here renounce the 
Next the great prince propos’d the prize to thofe. 
Who wing’d the lhafts, and bent the twanging bows. 
Amid the fpacious plain the hero plac’d 635 

Sublime in air Sergefius’ lofty mail ; 

Around the tapering top a dove they tye. 

The trembling mark at which their arrows fiy ; 

Hither to try their ikill the warriors hafte ; 

And in a brazen helm the lots are call:. 640 

Fir ft, with applaufe, Hippocoon’s lot was thrown. 

The mighty Hyrtacus’ illuftnous fon. 


Mneft- 
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Mneftheus the next, whom verdant olives grace. 

The fecond vi&or in the naval race. 

Then the third chance to great Eurytion came, 645 
Thy brother, Pandarus, renow n’d by fame, 

Whofe hand by Pallas prompted, drew the bow. 

To break the truce again# the Grecian foe. 

La# in the helm remain’d Acefies’ name ; 

Old as he was, he try’d the youthful game. 650 
Then every chief, with all his ibength and art. 

Bent the tough bow, and chofe the feather’d dart. 
Through yielding air fir# vanifh’d with a fpring 
Hippocoon’s arrow from the founding firing : 

Full in the malt, imped’d with vigour flood 65$ 
The forceful fhaft, and quiver’d in the wood. 

The dove affrighted, ftretdi’d her flutt’ring wing ; 

And with applaufe the vales and mountains ring. 

Then Mneflheus drew the bow, and aim’d on high 
The pointed dart, and levell’d with his eye ; 660 

Nor through the mark the lucklefs arrow drove. 

But cut die firing that ty’d the trembling dove. 

Swifc through the clouds the bird unfhackled flies. 

And fpreads her wings at freedom in the fkies. 

Already had Eurytion bent his bow. 

And to his brother god addrefs’d his vow : 

The tow’ring bird amid the clouds he flew. 

And the fwift fhaft transfix’d her as ihe dew. 

High in the fkies fhe feels the deadly wound. 

And, with the dart, comes dying to the ground. 

And now, all hopes expir’d, die conqucft gain’d, ’ 

The venerable prince alone remain’d. 


665 


670 
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Yet he difcharg’d the flying fhaft, to fliow 
His Ikill, his vigour, and refounding bow. 

When fudden they beheld, with wondering eyes, 675 
A dire portentous omen in the Ikies. 

Too late the feers the frightful fign explain, 

Too late they clear the dread event in vain ! 

For, flying through the clouds in open view. 

The glowing arrow kindled as it flew ; 68® 

Then drew a golden trail of flames behind. 

That mark’d its courfe, and vaniih’d in the wind : 

So fhine the falling liars with dreadful hair. 

And glance, and fhoot along the fields of air. 

Amaz’d the Trojans and Sicilians flood ; 685 

And breath’d their ardent prayers to every god. 

The Daman prince the doubtful fign rniilook. 
Embrac’d the monarch, and with tranfport fpoke : 
Father ! accept the prize ; the will divine -j 

Of mighty Jove, by this aulpicious fign, 690 i 

Declares the firfl diflinguifh’d honours thine. j 

Accept this goblet, which my fire of old 
Receiv’d from Clfieus, rough with fculptur’d gold ; 
Take it, my royal friend, and let it prove 
A Iong-priz’d gift of dear refped and love. 699 

Then he bellow’d the laurel, and aloud 
Proclaim’d him vidor to the Ihouting crowd. 

Nor did the generous chief the prize deny,/ 

Whole arrow pierc’d the bird amid the Iky ; 

Next, he who cut the cord, with gifts was grac’d ; 700 
And he, whofe arrow flruck the tree, the lafl. 


Now 
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Now call’d the prince, before the games were done. 
The hoary guardian of his royal fon, 

And gently whifpers in Ills faithful ear. 

To bid Afcanius in his arms appear, 705 

And with his youthful band and courfer come. 

To pay due honours at his grandfire’s tomb. 

Next he commands the huge affembled train 
To quit the ground, and leave an open plain. 

Strait on their bridled Reeds, with grace divine, 710 
The beauteous youths before their fathers fhkte» 

The blooming Trojans and Sicilians throng. 

And gaze with wonder as they march along. 

Around their brows a vivid wreath they wore ; 

Two glitt’ring lances tipt with Reel they bore ; 715 

Thefe a light quiver Ror’d with Riafts fuRai-n, 

And from their neck depends a golden chain. 

On bounding Reeds advance three graceful bands. 

And each a little blooming diief commands! 

Beneath each chief twelve fprightly Rriplings came, 720 
In fhining arms, in looks and age the fame. 

Grac’d with his grandilre’s name, Polites’ fon, 

Young Priam, leads the fir R gay fquadron on; 

A youth, whofe progeny rtiuR Latium grace : 

He prefs’d a dappled Reed of Thracian race: 725 

Before, white fpots on either foot appear. 

And on his forehead blaz’d a River Rar. 

Atys the next advanc’d, with looks divine, 

Aiys the fource of the great Atrian line : 

lulus’ friendship grac’d the lovely boy : 730 

And laR lulus came, the pride of Troy, 

Vol. LI 1 L F la 
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In charms, fuperior to the blooming train ; 

And {purr’d his Tyrian courfer to the plain ; 

Which Dido gave the princely youth, to prove 
A laiHng pledge, memorial of her love. 73 J 

Th’ inferior boys on beauteous courfers ride. 

From great Aceftes’ royal falls fupply’d. 

Now fiufh’d with hopes, now pale with anxious fear. 
Before the flouting crowds, the youths appear ; 

Tlie fhouting crowds admire their charms, and trace 740 
Their parents lines in every lovely face. 

Now round the ring, before their fathers, ride 
The boys, in all their military pride. 

Till Periphantes’ founding lafh from far 
Gave the loud fignal of the mimic war 5 745 

Strait, in three bands dpftindi, they break away. 

Divide in order, and their ranks difplay : 

Swift at the fummons they return, and throw 
At once their hofile lances at the foe : 

Then take a new excurfon on the plain ; 750 

Round within round, an endlefs courfe maintain ; 

And now advance, and mow retreat again ; 

With well-difembled rage their rivals dare. 

And pleafe the crowd with images of war. 

Alternate now they turn their backs in flight, 755 
Now dart their lances, and renew the .fight : 

Then in a moment from the combat ceafe. 

Rejoin their fcatter’d bands, and move in peace. 

So winds delufive, in a thoufand ways 

Perplext and intricate, the Cretan maze ; 760 

Round 
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Round within round, the blind mteanders run. 

Untrac’d and dark> and end where they begun. 

The fkilful youths, in fport, alternate ply 
Their fhifung courfe ; by turns they fight and fly : 

As dolphins gambol on the wat’ry way, 765 

And, bounding o’er the tides, in wanton circles play. 
This fport Afcanius, when in mighty length 
He rais’d proud Alba glorying in her hrength. 

Taught the firil fathers of the Latian name, 

As now he folemniz’d the noble game. 770 

From their fucceflive Alban offspring come 
Thefe ancient plays, *to grace imperial Rome * 

Who owns her Trojan band, and game of Troy 
Deriv’d through ages from the princely boy-. 

Thus were the folemn funeral honours paid 775 
To great Anchifes’ venerable ihade. 

But foon the prince his changing fortune found. 

And in her turn the fickle goddefs frown’d! 

For, while the gather’d crowds the games repeat, 
Heav’n’s mighty emprefs, to the Trojan fleet, 780, 
(Her ancient rage Hill glowing in her foul) 
Difpatch’djair Iris from the harry pole. 

Big with revengeful fchemes, her felf fupplies 
The rapid Form that bears her down the ikies. 

Unfeen, the maid a thoufand colours drew, yg$ 

As down her bow, with winged fpeed, fhe flew ; 

And faw around the tomb th’ affembly meet. 

The vacant harbour, and neglected fleet. 

Mean time, re ir’d within the lonely fhore, 

Anchifes’ fate the Trojan dames deplore ; ygo 

F 2 Call 
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Call a long look o’er all the flood, and weep 
To fee the wide-extended wat’ry deep : 

Yet, mull we yet, alas ! new labours try. 

More feas, more oceans ? was the general cry. 

Oh I grant a town at lall, ye gracious gods i 
To wretches harrafs’d with the winds and floods. 
*Twas then, their raging forrow to improve, 

Amid the train fhot Iris fiom above. 

Aflde her heav’nly charms the goddefs threw. 

And like old Beroe flood in open view ; 

(Doryclus’ hoary fpoufe, a noble dame. 

Fam’d for her offspring, and illuftrious name;) 

And thus the goddefs fans the riflng flame : 

Ah l wretched race, whom heav’n forbade to fall 
By Grecian fwords, beneath our native wall ! 805 

Toll round the feas, o’er every region call. 

Oh 1 to what fate are we referv’d at lafl l 
Now, fince imperial Troy in allies lay. 

Have fev’n fucceflive fummers roll’d away. 

Still to new lands o’er floods and rocks we fly, 8 1 o 
And fail, by every liar, in every Iky. 

So long we chace, o’er all the boundlefs map. 

The flying coafls of Italy in vain. 

Here o’er our kindred Eryx’ fruitful plains. 

The hofpitable king, Acefles reigns : . 815 

What, what forbids our wand’ring Trojan bands. 

To raife a city in thefe friendly lands ? 

Ye gods preferv’d from hoflile flames in vain ! 

Shall our dear Ilion never life again $ 


\ 
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A fecond Simois fhall we view no more, 820 

Or a new Xanthus, on a foreign fhore ? 

Rife then, rife all ; aflift, ye mournful dames. 

To fet this execrable fleet in flames. 

For late, Caflandra feem’d to load my hands. 

In vifions of the night, with blazing brands : 825 

Seek Troy no more, fhe faid : this defin’d pkice 
Is the fixt manfion of the Dardan race. 

Fly, fly we then, the omen to complete $ 

The glad occaflon calls to Are the fleet ; 

Lo I where to Neptune four proud altars rife ! 830 

To 1 his own fires the ready god fupplies ! 

She faid; — then feiz’d a blazing brand, and threw; 
Th’ increaflng flaiiies amid the navy flew. 

At the bold deed, with deep furprife amaz’d. 

The dames all wond’ring. On the goddefs gaz’d, 835 
At lafl, the nurfe of Priam’s offspring broke 
The general iilence, and the train befpoke : 

This was no Berob, whom he faw appear. 

But fome bright goddefs from th’ sethereal fphere. 
Mark her majeflic port ! her voice divine ! 840 

O’er all her form what ftarry fplendors ihine J 
She darts a glance immortal from her eyes. 

Breathes, looks and moves, a fifler of the fkies ! 

Beroe I left in anguifh, who repin’d. 

Shut from the rites, and to her couch confin’d. 845 
The matrons, now by doubts and fears impell’d. 

Fir A with malignant eyes the fleet beheld ; 

In choke fufpended for a fpace they fiand. 

Between the promis’d and the prefent land : 

f 3 
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When, fmooth on levelled wings, the goddcfs Hies, 850 
And cuts a mighty bow along the {kies. 

Struck at the wond’rous Hght, the fhrieking dames* 
From the bright altars fnatch the facred flames ; 

Bring leaves and wither’d branches in their hands 
To feed the fires ; and hurl the blazing brands. 855 
Fierce through the {hips, the decks, the crackling pars* 
In all his rage devouring Vulcan roars. 

And now Eumelns to the hoft conveys 
The dreadful tidings of the rifing blaze : 

The crowds grow pale ; they look behind and fpy §6,o 
A cloud of cinders darkening all the iky. 

And firft Aicanius, as he led the band. 

Pour’d o’er the plain, impetuous, to the {brand ; 

Nor can his panting guardians check the fpeed 
Of the young hero, and his fiery Heed : 

Oh l what curft rage is this, ye wretched dames ? 865 
To what dire purpofe fly thefe fatal flames ? 

Beho-d, your own Afcanius — you dpflroy 
No Argive navy, but the hopes of Troy. 

With that he threw his helmet on the fhore, 870 
In which he led his youthful bands before. 

Next came JEneas, and the Trojan hofl. 

Th’ affrighted dames difperfing o’er the coaft. 

To woods and hollow caverns take their flight. 

Repent their crime, and hate the golden light ; 87 5 

With alter’d minds their kindred they confefl. 

And the fierce goddefs Bed from every hreaft. 

Not fo the furious flames ; they fpread the more ; 
And, high in air, with rage redoubled roar. 
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Clofe in the cordage works the Mien Are, 880 

And through the ribs the heavy fmokes expire. 

Within the keel the fubtle vapours lye ; 

Thence the contagious flames through all the veflel fly. 
The lab ’ring heroes toil with fruitlefs pain. 

And gufhing floods on floods are pour’d in vain, 885 
The piince then tore his robes in deep defpair. 

Rais’d high his hands ; and thus addred his pray’r ; 
Great Jove 1 if one of all the Trojan date 
Lives yet exempt from thy immortal hate ; 

Oh 1 if thy facred eyes with wonted grace 890 

Behold the miferable mortal race ; 

Supprefs thefe fires; forbid them to deflroy; 

And fnatch Bom death the poor remains of Troy ! 

"Or if my crimes, almighty Are ! demand 
The lad, lad vengeance of thy dreadful hand, 895 
On me, on me alone that vengeance fhed. 

And with thy le veil’d thunders flrike me dead ! 

Scarce had he laid, when o’er the navy pours 
A fulden gloomy cloud in rattling fhow’rs ; 

Black with the fouthern winds the temped flies, 90a 

And in a moment burfls from all the Ikies 

In fluicy fheets and deluges of rain 5 

And the loud thunders fhook the mountain and the plain. 

Fierce o'er the fhips the waters took their way; 

And, quench’d in floods, the hi fling timbers lay. 905 
Four gallies loflr; at length the flames retire. 

And all the remnant fleet efcap’d the raging fire. 

Mean time the hero by the lofs oppred. 

With vauous efres, that rack’d his lab’ring bread, 

F4 If 
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If Hill to feek die Latian realm debates* 91^ 

Or here to fix, forgetful of the fates. 

Then Naateo, fam’d for ivifdom and for age, 

(For Pallas taught the vcnei able fage. 

What great events the fates and gods ordain ;) 

Befpoke the chief, and thus reliev’d his pain. 915 
’Tis beft, illuftrious hero, to obey* 

And fill purfue where fortune leads the way ; 

By patience to retrieve our haplefs fate, 

And rife fuperior to the ftrokes of fate. 

Let great Aceftes in your councils join, 92Q 

Your royal friend, of Troy’s immortal line. 

Your vefiels loft; thofe numbers who remain, 

A timorous, weak, unneceflfary train. 

The hoary fires and dames, unfit to bear 
The perils of the fea, or toils of war, 925 

Seled ; and trull to his paternal care. 

The weary wretches here their walls may frame. 

And call their city by the monarch’s name. 

The prince approv’d th’ advice his friend addreft. 

But fill a thoufand cares diftrad his lab’ring breaft. 930 
Now o’er the folemn Ikies devoid of light. 

High in her fable chariot rode the night 5 
When to the godlike hero, from the pole 
Defcends, and fpeaks his mighty father’s foul : 

My fon ! in all the fates of Troy approv’d, 935 
Whom, while I liv’d, beyond my life I lov’d ; 

Lo ! I am fent by heav’n’s almighty fire. 

Who from thy navy bade die fames retire. 

The 
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The prudent coimfel of thy friend obey. 

Take, with the braveft youths, the dangerous way : 94Q 
With thefe fair Latium ihalt thou reach, and there 
Wage with a rugged race a dreadful war. 

Yet firft, my fon, to Pluto’s regions go. 

And meet thy father in the realms below ; 

For know, my fpirit was not doom’d to dwell 945 
In the dark horrors and the depths of hell. 

But, with the pious bled: afiembly reigns. 

In all ithe pleafures of th’ Elyfian plains. 

But thou the blood of fable vifdms fhed ; 

Then fhall the Sibyl guide thee to the dead. 95O 
There fhalt thou know what town the fates affign. 

With the long glories of thy future line* 

And now, farewell the night Aides fwift away ^ 

1 feel from far the morning’s painful ray ; C 

And fhrink and ftcken at the beams of day. 95 S 4 
He faid, and lo ! that foment from his eyes. 

Like a thin linoke, difTolv’d into the Ikies. 

Varirih’d fo foop ! where, whither art thou gone? 
Why, why retires my father from his fon ? 

What ! not one la ft embrace? the prince exclaims : 960 
Then to new life he wakes the flumb'ring fames ; 

And hoary Yefta, and the Trojan powers. 

With facred gifts and fuppHant vows adores. 

Strait the whole fcene before Ins friends he lays, 965 
But chief the vifion to the king difplays ; 

Unfolds the meiTage lent from Heav’n above. 

His father’s counfel, and the will of Jove. 
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His friends approve the hero’s new deftgns. 

And in the talk the good Aceftes joins. 

To the new town the matrons they affign’d, gyo 

And leave the willing vulgar crowds behind ; 

Souls, that no hopes of future praife inflame. 

Cold and infenfible to glorious fame. 

With fpeed the half-bum’d veffels they repair. 

Provide new cordage, decks, and oars with care ; 

A {lender band, but eager all for war. 976 

The prince then drew a city on the plain ; 

Next he aflign’d the dwellings to the train. 

Now a new Ilion in Trinacria rofe. 

And a new Simois and Scamander flows, 980 

Well-pleas' ’d Aceftes took the fovheign fvvav $ 

Th’ adopted fubjedts their new prince obey. 

The king conven’d the peers around, and fate 
To frame new laws, and regulate the Hate. 

To Venus’ name they bid a temple rjfe 985 

From Eryx’ top, high tow ’ring to the Ikies : 

And next apriifl: and ample grove were made. 

For ever facred to Anchifes’ fhade. 

Now nine whole days in folemn feafts had paft ; 

When gentle breezes fmooth’d the floods at laid : 990 

The fouthern winds invite their fails and oars ; 

Then cries and fhrieks refound along the fhorcs. 

Ip long, long tendernefs they fpend the day. 

In clofe embraces wafle the night away. 

Now all the wretches, e’en the female train 995 
V : ho fear’d fq late the dangers of the main, , 

An4 
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And fhrunk, the rolling ocean to furvey. 

All wifh to take the long laborious way. 

The melting hero foothes the wild dcfpair, 999 

And weeps, and gives them to the monarch's care* 
Three heifers next to Eryx’ name he pays, 

A lamb to every florm the hero Hays, 

Unmoors his fleet, and every fail difplays. 

Crown’d with a graceful plive wreath he Hands 
High on the prow ; a charger in his hands ; 

|furls the fat entrails o’er the foamy brine. 

And Hams the filver waves with fable wine. 

Frefh rife the profp’rous gales ; the failors fweep. 

And dafh with equal Hrokes the roaring deep. 1009 
Mean time the queen of love with cares opprefl. 

The mighty father of the floods addreft : 

Imperious Jtmo’s unrelenting hate 
To the poor relicks of the Trojan Hate, 

(Which no decrees of Jove or fate reflxain. 

Nor length of years, nor vows preferr’d in vain) 10 1$ 
Compels a filler goddefs to repair. 

To thee, great Neptune, with a fuppliant's prayer. 

For rage like her’s, ’twas little to deflroy. 

Fair Afia’s pride, th’ imperial town of Troy l 
'Twas not enough her wand ling natives know 1 020 
All forms and all varieties of woe ! 

But oh ! her groundlefs vengeance would efface, 
gv'n the lail relicks of the perifh’d race l 
Thou, thou canH witnefs, ocean’s mighty god I 
^rith what dire Horms fhe iafh’d the Libyan flood ; 1 o2£ 

Wkon, 
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When, arm’d with all th’ iEolian winds in vain. 

Earth, air, and heav’n, die mingled with the main. 
And rais’d fiich tumults in thy wat’ry reign. 

Yet, fall more ftiameful ! — now her arts infpire 
The Trojan dames to wrap the fhips in fire ; 1030 

And urge ray fon, to leave his focial band 
(His fleet half-ruin’d) in a foreign land. 

Bat oh ! I beg for thofe, who yet remain, 

A peaceful voyage to the Latian plain ; 

A fuppliant goddefs begs for nothing more 1033 
Than thofe fame realms the fates align’d before 1 
’Tis yours, reply ’d the monarch of the main, 

Y ours to command in this our wat’ry reign ; 

Since from the fiicred ocean fir ft you came. 

Since your deferts your confidence may claim; 1040 
Oft for your fon 1 bade the whirlwinds ceafe ; 

I hufh’d the roarings of the floods to peace ; 

And Simoh can atteft and Xanthus’ ftream. 

By land my guaidian care was ftill the fame. 

When firft Achilles, furious to deftroy, 1 043 

Drove to their walls the trembling Tons of Troy ; 
Beneath his vengeful fpear when thoufands bled. 

When the choak’d livers groan’d with loads of dead ; 
When Xanthus’ flood incumber’d with the flain. 

Scarce roll’d his ftruggling billows to the main; 1050 
Your fon oppos’d him, with unequal might 
And far inferior gods, in Angle fight : 

Inftant I fnatch’d him from the dreadful fray, 

And in a cloud convey’d the chief away. 
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Ev’n then I fav’d the warrior, when with joy 1055 
I wifh’d and wrought the fall of perjur’d Troy : 

And Hill will fave him — he ihall plough the fea. 

And to Avernus’ port direct his way. 

On the wild floods Ihall only one be loft. 

One Angle wretch atone for all the holt 1 1060 

Thus when the god had footh’d her anxious mind. 
His finny courfers to. the car he join’d ; 

Next to their fiery mouths the bits apply 5 d, y 

And, while the wheels along the level glide, 1064 > 
He throws up all the reins, and Brims the floating tide. J 
The flood fubfides and fpreads a glafly plain. 

And the loud chariot thunders o'er the main ; 

The clouds before the mighty monarch fly 
In heaps, and fcatter through the boundlefs fky : 

A thoufand forms attend the glorious god, 1070 

Enormous whales, and monfters of the flood : 

Here the long train of hoary Glaucus rides ; 

Here the fwlft tritons ihoot along the tides ; 

There rode Pafemon o’er the wat’ry plain* y 

Willi aged Phorcus, and his azure train ; 1075 > 

And beauteous Thetis led the daughters of the main. J 
Jineas view’d the fcene ; and hence arofe 
A beam of joy to dillipate his woes. 

Inftant he gives command to ftretcii the fails. 

To rear the maft and catch the Ipringing gales. 1080 
Strait the glad train the fpacious iheet unbind. 

And liretch the canvas to the driving wind. 

Old Palm urns fir it the navy guides ; 

The reft obedient follow through the tides. 


Now 
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New half the night thro’ heav’n had roll'd away, 1085 
The Tailors ft re toll'd along theii benches lay. 

When through the parting vapour lwifdy flies 
The god of /lumbers from th’ etheieal fkks. 

To thee, poor Palin ure, he came, and ilied 
A fatal fleep on thy devoted head l lego 

Hit'll on the fteru his ii-ent ftand he took 

O 

In Phorbas’ fhape ; and thus the phantom fpoke : 
Behold, the fleet, my fiiend, fecuiely fails. 

Steer’d by the floods and wafted by the gales ! 

Now fteal a moment’s reft; myfelf will guide 1095 
Awhile the veflel o’er the floating tide. 

To whom the careful Palinure replies. 

While fcarce he rais'd his heavy cloflng eyes : 

Me would ’ft thou urge in fleep to fink away. 

And fondly credit fucli a flatt’ring fea? 1 100 

Too well, my fiiend, 1 know the treach’rous main ! 
Too well to tempt the monfter’s fmiles again ! 

Too oft deceiv'd by fuch a calm before, 

I truft my mafter to the winds no more. 

This faid, he grafp’d the helm, andfixthis eyes 1109 
On every guiding ftar that gilds the fkiesi 
Then o’er his temples (hook the wrathful god 
A branch, deep-drench’d in Lethe’s filent flood. 

The potent charm in dews of /lumber fteep. 

And foon weigh down his fwimming eyes to fleep. 1 1 10 
Scarce yet his languid limbs had funk away. 

When o'er the wretch the god incumbent Jay, 

And, with a fhattcr'd fragment of the fhip. 

Bore down the helm and pilot to the deep ; 


Head- 
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headlong he tumbles in the flafhing main, 1 1 15 

And calls for fuccour to his friends in vain. 

Swift from the item the airy phantom Hies, 

And with fpread pinions mounts the golden ikies ; 

Yet fmooth along the Hood the navy rode. 

Safe in the promife of the wat’ry god. X 1 zo 

Now they approach’d the Bren’s dangerous coaft. 

Once rough, and infamous for veifels loft : 

Huge heaps of bones ftill whiten all the £hore$ 

And, dafh’d from rock to rock, the billows roan 
'The watchful prince th’ endanger’d galley found, 1125 
Without a pilot ftrike on Ihoaly ground ; 

Himfelf then took the talk, by night to guide 
The wand'ring veifel o’er the rolling tide : 

O dear lamented friend ! (the hero cries,) -j 

For faith repos’d on flattering feas and ikies, 1x30 > 
Call on a foreign ihore thy naked body lies ! J 


End of the .Fifth Book. 


Virgil^ 
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argument* 


The Sibyl foretells iEneas the adventures he fhould 
meet with in Italy, She attends him to hell, de- 
fcribing to him the various fcenes of that place, and 
conducing him to h h father Anchifes, who inftrufh 
him in thofe fublime mylleries of the foul of the world,- 
and the tranfmigration ; and {hews him that glorious 
race of heroes, which was to defcend from him and his 
pofierity. 
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npHU S while he wept; with flying fails and oars 
-** The navy reach’d the fair Cumsean fhores. 

The circling* anchors here the fleet detain. 

All rang’d befide the margin of the main. 

With eager tranfport fir’d, the Trojan hand 5 

Leap from, the fhips to gain th’ Hefperian land. 

Some drike from dints the fparkling feeds of dame. 
Some dorm the coverts of the favage game ; 

To feed the fires, unroot the Handing woods. 

And fhew with joy the new-difcover’d floods. 10 
To Phoebus’ fane the hero pad along. 

And thofe dark caverns where the Sibyl fung. 

There, as the god enlaig’d her foul, die fate. 

And open’d all the deep decrees of fate. 

The train with reverence enter, and behold 15 

Chade Trivia’s grove, and temple roof'd with gold ; 

A drudlure rais’d by Dasdalus, (’tis faid) 

When from the Cretan king’s revenge he ded. 

On wings to Northern climes he dar’d to foar. 
Through airy ways unknown to man before ; 20 

Full many a length of Iky and ocean pad. 

On C Lima’s facred tow’rs he doop’d at lad. 

G 2 
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Then hung to Phoebus in the Grange abode, j 

The wings that fleer’d him through the liquid road, C 
And rais’d the pompous pile in honour of the god. 2 5 J 
The matchlefs artift, on the lofty gate, 

Engrav’d Androgeos’ memorable fate : 

And here by lot fad Athens early paid 

Sev’n haplefs youths, to foothe his angry fhade. 

Here flood the fatal urn; and there with pride 30 
Fair Crete rofe tow’ring on the filver tide. 

There too the father of the herds was feen. 

Who quench’d the paflion of the lullful queen % 

Their birth, a man below, a beafl above. 

The mingled offspring of prepofl’rous love ! 33 

There flood the winding pile, whofe mazes run 
Round within round, and end where they begun. 

Rut when the pitying Dsdalus furvey’d 
The hopelefs paffion of the * royal maid. 

He led her Thefeus through the puzzling ways, 40 
Safe with a clue, and open’d every maze. 

Thou too, poor Icarus ! hadfl borne a part. 

Had grief not check’d thy parent in his art l 
He thrice effay’d the mournful talk in vain ; 

Thrice fhook his hand, and drop’d tire talk again. 45 
Thus had they gaz’d o’er all the coflly frame. 

When lo I Achates from the temple came ; 

With him Deiphobe of Phoebus’ fane 

The facred prieflefs — who at once began : 

lienee —gaze no more ; fev’n chofen fheep with fpeed^o 
Sev’n fleers, unconfcious of the yoke, mufl bleed. 

* Ariadne, 


She 
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She fpoke ; the crowds obey; and to the fane 
Sublime* fhe calls the wand’ring Trojan train. 

Scoop’d through the rock* in mighty depth difplay’d, 
Ties the dark cavern of the Sibyl maid ; 55 

Through all the hundred portals rufh abroad 
Her facred voice* and anfwers of the god. 

Scarce at the cell arriv’d — invoke the Ikies, 

I feel the god* the rufhing god 1 fhe cries. 

While yet fhe fpoke* enlarg’d her features grew* 60 
Her colour chang’d* her locks difhevel’d flew* 

The heav’nly tumult reigns in every part* 

Pants in her breafl* and fwells her riling heart : 

Still fpreading to the light, the prieftefs glow’d. 

And heav’d impatient of th’ incumbent god. 65 

Then to her inmofl: foul by Phoebus fii ? d. 

In more than human founds fhe fpoke infpir’d : 

Still, doll: thou ftill delay ? thy voice employ 
In ardent vows, illuflrious prince of Troy 1 
Thy pray’rs, thy urgent pray’rs mull wide difplay 70 
Thefe aweful portals to the light of day. 

She laid; the Trojans fhcok with holy fear. 

And thus the fuppliant prince preferr’d his pray’r : 

Hear, Phoebus* gracious Gcd ! whofe aid divine 
S.p oft has fav’d the wretched Trojan line, 75 

And wing’d the fliaft from Paris’ Phrygian bow* 

The fhaft that laid the great Achilles low. 

Led by thy guardian care, fecure I pall 
Through many a realm, and rang’d the wat’ry wafle ; 
Trod the wild regions where the Syrtes lie, 80. 

And lands that ftretch beneath a different fky. 

G 3 At 
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At length the coail of Italy we gain. 

The hying coaih, fo long pnrfu d in vain. 

Till now, to every realm our courfe we bent* 

And Ilion’s fate purfu’d us where we went. 85. 

Now all ye pow’rs, confederate to deflroy 
The glorious empire and the tow’rs of Troy, 

’Tis time to bid your wrathful vengeance ceafe. 

To bid her poor remains repofe in peace. 

And thou, great Sybil l to whofe piercing' eye 90 
Difclos’d the fcenes of future ages lie ; 

Since all my cares and labours but explore 
An empire promis’d by the Fates before. 

Give me ro fix in Latium’s fair abodes 

The fons of Troy, and red her wand’ring gods : 95 

Then {hall my hands a glorious temple frame 

To mighty Dian, and her brother’s name ; 

And folemn days to Phcebus I’ll decree, 

Ar»d in my realms fhall temples rife to thee ; 

There all thy m/flic numbers will I place, ioo 

With all the fortunes of the Trojan race. 

By chofen fages guarded, there fhall lie 
The records, facred from the vulgar eye. 

Nor be my fates to flitting leaves conflgn’d. 

To fly the common fpcrt of every wind! 105 

But thou, even thou, great prophetefs ! relate 
In vocal accents all my future fate. 

Now raves the Sibyl in her cave, oppreH 
By Phoebus raging in her heaving breafl ; 

She druggies to difcharge the mighty load, not 

Maddens and: bounds, impatient of the god : 


Her 
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Her foam/ mouth attentive to control. 

He forms her organs and commands her foul. 

Then (all the hundred doors difplay’d to view) 

Through ever/ vent the facred accents flew : 1 15 

B/ fea, O prince 1 are all th/ perils o’er. 

But far, far greater wait thee on the fhore. 

Difmifs th/ doubts ; to Latium’s defin’d plain 
Troy’s fons fliall come, but wifll to fl/ again. 

Wars, horrid wars I fee on Tyber’s fhore; 120 

And all his waves run thick with human gore ! 
Scamander ihalt thou find, and Simois there. 

And Greece fliall arm a fecond hoft for war. 

A new Achilles rifes to the fight ; 

Him too a pregnant goddefs brings to light ; 125 

And heav’n’s great queen, with unrelenting hate. 

Still, as of old, purfues the Dardan fiate. 

Once more the woes of Troy derive their caufe 
From a new breach of hofpitable laws ; 

And flie muft bleed again as late fhe bled, 130 

For a rap’d princefs and a foreign bed. 

How fhak thou rove, new fuccours to implore. 

From every court along the Latian fhore ! 

But thou, more bold, the more thy fates oppofe. 
Advance, great prince, fuperior to thy woes : 135 

Thy firfl fair hopes of fafety and fuccefs. 

Beyond thy fondeft wlfh, fhall rife from Greece. 

Thus fpoke the Sibyl from her dark abode 
The dread myflerious anfwers of the god ; 

The wond’rous truths involv’d in riddles, gave, 140 
And* furious, bellow’d round the gloomy cave. 

G 4 Apollo 
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Apollo fhook his rod $ poffefl her whole. 

Pour'd in his fires, and rein'd her raging foul. 

At length the fierce ethereal tranfport ceafe. 

And all the heavenly fury funk in peace. j 

When thus the chief-G facred dame ! I know 
Too well already my predefin’d woe ; 

But grant my pray’r ! —Since here, as Fame relates, 
Ties the dread road to Pluto's gloomy gates $ 

Where baleful Acheron fpreads, far and wide. 

His livid, melancholy, murmuring tide ; 

Unfold thefe portals, and thy fuppliant lead 
Down to the dark dominions of the dead : 

Give me to view my father’s reverend face. 

And rufh with tranfport to his dear embrace ! 

P«.im through embattled armies I convey’d. 

While jaVviins hifs d, and flames around me play’d. 
He fhar d my toils, determin’d to defy 
The forms of every fea and every fky ; 

In hardships, cares and dangers to engage £ 

Nor fpar’d his flooping venerable age. 

Yet more — lie bade me to thy cell repair. 

And feek thy potent aid with fuppliant pray’r : 

Oh ! hear our joint requefl, our juft defire ; 

And guide the fon, in pity to the fire. 

Your’s is the pow’r, for Hecate befow’d 
On you the rule of this infernal wood. 

If Orpheu§ by his lyr^s enchanting ftrain 
Could call his confort from the fhades again j 
If Pollux dy’d alternate, to convey 
His ranfom’d brother to the realms of day. 

And trod fo oft the fame infernal way ? 


150 
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Why Ihould I Thefeus, why Alcides name. 

Each hero fprung but from a mortal dame ? 

To hell thofe chiefs defcended from above : 

I claim a j utter right ; for I can prove 
My birth from Venus; my defcent from Jove. 

Then to the Trojan hero, as he pray’d 
And grafp’d the altars, fpoke the facred maid : 

O glorious prince ! of brave Anchifes’ line. 
Great, godlike hero, fprung from feed divine ! 
Smooth lies the road to Pluto’s gloomy fharie ; 
And hell’s black gates for ever ttand dilplay’d : 
But ’tis a long unconquerable pain. 

To climb to thefe ethereal realms again. 

The choice fele&ed few, whom fav’ring Jove, 
Or their own virtue rais’d to heaven above. 

From thefe dark realms emerg’d again to day; 
The mighty fons of gods ! and only they ! 

The frightful entrance lies perplex’d with woods. 
Inclos’d with fad Cocytus’ fallen Hoods. 

But ttnce you long to pafs the realms beneath. 
The dreadful realms of darknefs and of death. 
Twice the dire Stygian ttream to mealure o’er. 
And twice the black Tartarean gif f explore: 
Fjrft, take my counfel, then fecurely go, 

A mighty tree, that bears a golden bough. 
Grows in a vale, furrounded with a grove. 

And facred to the queen of Stygian Jove. 

Her nether world no mortals can behold. 

Till from the bole they ttrip die blooming gold. 
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The mighty queen requires this gift alone. 

And claims the {hiring wonder for her own. 

One pluck’d away, a fecond branch you fee 

Shoot forth in gold, and glitter through the tree. 205 

Go then ; with care ereft thy fearching eyes. 

And in proud triumph feize the glorious prize. 

Tny purpoo"d journey if the Fates allow. 

Free to thy touch fiiall bend the colli y bough : 

If not; the tree will mortal ftrength difdain; 21© 
And lleel lhali hew the glitt’ring branch in vain. 
Befides, while here my counfel you implore. 

Your breathlefs friend, unburied on the fhore, 

(A 1 1 haplefs warrior ! in thy abfence lofi) 

The camp unhallows, and pollutes the hod, 215 

Fir ft let his cold remains in earth be laid. 

And decent in the grave aifpofe the dead. 

The due lu Oration next perform, and bring 
The fub'e vidlims for the Stygian king. 

Then to the realms of hell fhalt thou repair, 220 

Untrod by thofe who breathe the vital air. 

She ceas’d ; the mournful prince returns with fighs*; 
On earth the drooping hero fix’d his eyes. 

Deep in his melancholy thoughts he weigh’d 
The dire event, and all die Sibyl faid ; 225 

While at his fide the good Achates {hares 
The warrior’s anguilh, and divides his cares. 

Oft they divin’d in vam, what haplefs friend 
Dead and expos’d, her dubious words intend. 

But when arriv’d, amid the crowded firaiid 23© 

They faw Mifemis fetch’d along the fand ; 


The 
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The great Mifenus, of celeftial kind 
Sprang from the mighty monarch of the wind ; 

Whofe trump* with noble clangors, fir'd from far 
Th’ embattled hods, and blew the flames of war. 235 
By Hedior’s fide with unrefided might 
His javelin rag’d ; his trumpet rous’d the fight. 

Jut when that hero on the Phrygian plain 
By dern Pelides’ thund’ring arm was flain. 

He follow’d next iEneas’ conqu’ring fword, 240 

As brave a warrior as his former lord. 

But while the daring mortal o’er the flood 
Rais’d his high notes* and challeng’d every god. 

With envy Triton hear’d the noble drain. 

And whelm’d the bold mufician in the main. 245 
Around the body flood the mournful holt. 

By his great mailer wept, and fuffer’d mod. 

The forrowing troops the Sibyl’s words obey. 

And to the lofty forefl bend their way. 

To bid the proud funereal pyre arlfe, 25a 

And build the folemn dru&ure to the fkies. 

Then fled the favage from his dark abode ; 

The vvell-ply’d axes echo through the wood. 

The piercing wedges cleave the crackling oak ; 

Loud groan the trees and fink at every d;oke. 255, 
The tall afh tumbles from the mountain’s crown ; 

Th’ aerial elms come cradling headlong down. 

Fird of the train, the prince, with thund’ring found. 
Whirl’d his huge axe, and fpread the ruin round. 

Then as the mighty fored he furvey’d, 260 

O’erwhelm’d with care the thoughtful hero pray’d; 

Oh 5 
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Oh ! in this ample grove could I behold 
The tree that blooms with vegetable gold ! 

Since truth infpir’d each word the Sibyl faid ; 

Too truly (he pronounc d Mifenns dead ! 265 

While yet he fpoke, two doves before him Hew : 

His mother’s birds the chief with tranfport knew; 
Then, as they fettled on the verdant plain. 

The joyful hero pray’d, nor pray’d in vain : 

Be you my guides through airy tracks above, 270 
And lead my footfleps to the fatal grove ; 

Point out the road (if any can be found,) 

Where the rich bough o’eripreads the facred ground. 
With chequer’d darknefs pierc’d by golden rays, 

4nd darts at once a fliadow and a blaze : 275. 

Thou too, O goddefs mother 1 lead me on. 

Unfold thefe wonders, and relieve my fon. 

This faid, he Hop’d ; but Hill his eager light 
Watch’d every motion, and obf’rv’d their flight. 

By turns they feed, by turns they gently fly; 2 So 
Th’ advancing chief Hill follows with his eye. 

Arriv’d at length, wh-*re, breathing to the Ikies, 

Blue clouds of pclfon fiom Avernus rife. 

Swift from the deathful blaft at once they fp:ing. 

Gut the light air, and Hunt upon the wing ; 285 

Then on the wond’rous tree the d'wes alight. 

Where fbines the fatal bough divinely bright, 

That, gHding all the leaves with glancing beams, 
Strikes through the fallen flrde with golden gleams : 

As whm bleak winter binds the frozen ikies, 290 
fufli’d from the oak her foreign honours rife; 
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The lofty trunk th’ adopted branches crown. 

Grac'd with a yellow offspring not her own : 

So with bright beams, all beauteous to behold. 

Glow'd on the dufky tree the blooming gold; 295 
The blooming gold, by every breath inclin’d. 

Flam’d as it wav’d, and twinkled in the wind. 

The chief with tranfport Gripp’d the brandling ore. 
And the rich trophy to the Sibyl bore. 

Next on the flrand, with tears die Trojans paid 300 
The lalt fad honours to Mifenus’ fhade : 

With cloven oaks and undluous pines, they rear 
A fiately folemn pile aloft in air. 

With fable wreaths they deck the ildes around, j 
The fpreading front with baleful cyprefs bound, 305 > 
And with his arms the tow’ring ftru&ure crown’d. J 
Some the huge cauldron fill; the foaming dream 
From the deep womb mounts bubbling o’er the brim. 
With groans die train anoint and bathe the dead, 

O’er the cold limbs his purple garment fpread, 310 > 
And place him decent on the funeral bed ; J 

While thefe 1 upper t the bie*, and Li their hands,* 

With looks a vet zed, hold the flaming brands; 

The rite of oldl — rich incenie loads the pyre,- 

And oils and fiaug htcr’d viftuns feed the fire. 315 

Soon as the pile, fubfiding, flames no more. 

With wine the fmoking heap they fprinlded o’er 5 
Then Chorinseus took the charge, to place 
The bones febdted in a brazen vafe : 

A verdant branch of olive in his hands, 320 

He mov’d around, and purify ’d the bands 5 
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Slow as lie pall, the luftral waters £h.ed. 

Then clos’d the rites> and thrice invok’d the dead. 

This done ; to folemnizc the warrior’s doom# 

The pious hero rais’d a lofty tomb; 323 

The tow’ring top his well-known enfigns bore# 

His arms, his once loud trump, and tapering oar : 
Beneath the mountain rofe the mighty frame. 

That bears from age to age Mifenus’ name. 

Thefe rites difcharg’d: the Sibyl to obey, 330 
Swift from the tomb the hero bends his way. 

Beep, deep, a cavern lies, devoid of light. 

All rough with rocks, and horrible to fight ; 

Its dreadful mouth is fenc’d with fable hoods. 

And the brown horrors of furrounding woods. 335 
From its black jaws fuch baleful vapours rife. 

Blot the bright day, and blah the golden ikies;, 

That not a bird can ftretch her pinions there 
Through the thick poifons and incumber’d air. 

But fruck by deatli her fagging pinions ceafe; 340 
And hence Aornus was it call’d by Greece, 
flidier the prief eft four black heifers led. 

Between their horns the hallow’d wine fhe fhed ; 

From their high front the topmoft hairs fhe drew. 

And in the fames the frf oblations threw. 345 

Then calls on potent Hecate, renown’d 
In heav’n above, and Erebus profound. 

The vi&ims next th’ attendants kill’d, and food 
With ample chargers, to receive the blood. 

To earth and night a lamb of fable hue# 350 

With folemn rites, the pious hero few. 
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Next by the knife a barren heifer fell 
To great Perfephone the queen of hell. 

Then to her lord, infernal Jove, he paid 
A large oblation in the gloomy {hade ; 

And oils amid the burning entrails pour’d. 

While flaughterM bulls the facred dames devour’d* 
When lo 1 by dawning day, with dreadful found. 
Beneath their footfteps groans the heaving ground; 
The groves all wave ; the foreils tremble round. 360 . 
Pale Hecate forfook the nether iky. 

And howling dogs proclaim’d the goddeis nigh. 

Fly, ye prophane i far, far away, remove 
(Exclaims the Sybil) from the facred grave : 

And thou, Jsneas, draw thy ihining Heel, 

And boldly take the dreadful road to hell. 

To the great talk thy ftrength and courage call. 

With all thy pow’rs ; this inifant claim them all. 

This faid; fhe plunges down the deep defcent; 

The prince as boldly follow’d where Hie went. 

Ye iub terraneous gods! whofe aweful fway 
The gliding ghofls and fllent fhades obey ; 

O Chaos hoar ! and Ph’eg *thon profound 1 
Whofe folenm empire fetches wide around ; 

Give me, ye great tremendous pow’rs, to tell 
Of feenes, and wonders in the depths of hell; 

Give me your mighty fecrets to difplay 
From thofe black realms ofdarknefs to the day. 

Now through the difmal gloom they pafs, and tread 
Grim Pluto’s courts, the regions of the dead ; 380 
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As puzzled travellers bewilder’d move, 

(The moon fcarce glimmering thro’ the dufky grove) 
When Jove from mortal eyes has fnatch’d the light. 
And wrapt the world hi undiflinguifh'd night. 

At hell’s dread mouth a thoufand mongers wait ; 3 85 
Grief fweeps, and Vengeance bellows in the gate : 

Bale Want, low Fear, and Famine’s lawlefs rage. 

And pale Difeafe, and Bow repining Age, 

Fierce formidable fends 1 the portal keep ; 

With Fain, Toil, Death, and Death’s half-brother Sleep. 
There, Joys, embitter’d with remorfe appear; 
Daughters of Guilt 1 here florins defirudive War. 

Mad Difccrd there her fnaky trefTes tore : 

Here, Bretch’d on iron beds, the Furies roar. 

Full in the midft a fpreading elm dilplay’d 
His aged arms, and call a mighty fhade. 

Each trembling leaf with fome light vilion teems. 

And heaves impregnated with airy dreams. 

With double forms each Scylla took her place 
In hell’s dark entrance, with the Centaur’s race ; 

And, clofe by Lerna’s hilling monfier, Bands 
Briareus dreadful with an hundred hands. 

There Bern Geryon rag’d ; and, all around. 

Fierce H irpies- fcream’d, and direful Gorgons frown’d; 
Here from Chimera’s jaws long flames expire ; 405 

And the huge fiend was wrap’d in fmoke and lire. 
Scar’d at the fight, his fword the hero drew 
At the grim monfiers, as they rofe to view. 

His guide then warn’d him, not to wage the war 
With thin light forms, and images of air ; 410 
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Elfe had he rufh’d amid th’ impaffive train. 

And madly firuck at empty lhades in vain. 

From hence a dark uncomfortable road 
Leads to dread Acheron’s Tartarean flood, 

Whofe furious whirlpools boil on every fide, 415 

And in Cocytus pour the roaring tide 

All flain’d with ooze, and black with riling fands. 

Lord of the flood, imperious Charon flands ; 

But rough, begrim’d, and dreadful he appear’d ; 

Rude and negle&ed hung his length of beard ; 420 

All patch’d and knotted flutters his attire ; 

His wrathful eyeballs glare with fanguine Are. 

Though old, flill unimpair’d by years he flood. 

And hoary vigour bleft the furly god. 

Himfelf flill ply’d the oars, die canvas fpread, 425 
And in his fable bark convey’d the dead. 

Hither, a mighty crowd, a mingled hofl. 

Confus’d, came pouring round the Stygian coafl. 

Men, matrons, boys and virgins, in the throng. 

With mighty kings, and heroes march’d along 5 43© 

And blooming youths before their mournful fires 
Stretch’d out untimely on their funeral pyres; 

Thick as the leaves come fluttering from above. 

When cooler autumn flrips the blafied grove ; 

Thick, as the feather’d flocks, in clofe array, 435 
O’er the wide fields of ocean wing their way. 

When from the rage of winter they repair 
To warmer funs, and more indulgent air. 

All flretch’d their fuppliant hands, and all implore 
The firfl kind paflage to the farther fhore, 440 

Vol. LllL H How 
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Now thefe, now thofe, he Angles from the hoi!. 

And fome he drives all trembling from the coaft. 

The prince adonifh’d at the tumult, cry’d. 

Why crowd fuch mighty numbers to the tide ? 

Why are thofe favour’d ghods tranfported o ; er ? 44^ 

And thefe fad fhades chas’d backward from the fhore ? 
The full of days, the Sybil thus replies ; 

Great prince, the true defcendaiit of the ikies 1 
You fee Cocytus’ dream ; the Stygian hoods, 

Whofe aweful fan&ion binds th’ atteding gods. 450 
Thofe, who negletted on the drand remain. 

Are all a wretched, poor, unbury’d train, 

Charon is 'he, who o’er the flood prefldes ; 

And thofe interred, who Crofs the Stygian tides. 

No mortals pafs the hoarfe-refounding wave, 454 
But thofe who dumber in the peaceful grave. 

Thus, till a hundred years have roll’d away. 

Around thefe fliores the plaintive fpeflres flray. 

That mighty term expir’d, their wanderings pad, 

‘ They'reach the long expected fhore at lad. 460 

Struck with their fate, his deps the hero day’d. 

And with foft pity all the crowd furvey ’d. 

When lo 1 Leucafpis in the throng hefpv’d ; 

And great Orontes, once the Lyeian guide ; 

' Sullen and fad; for’ fate’s relentlefs doom 4*65 

Deny’d the chiefs the hbnour of a tomb; 

Whofe galley, 4 whirl’d by tempeds round and round. 
Sunk, by a jMglily "large devour’d and drown’d. 
Novwdrew his pilot Talinurns nigh, 

'Who watching' every ftar that gilds the Iky, 470 

While 
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[While from the Libyan feres his courfe he keeps. 
From s the tall fen plung’d headlong down the deeps. 
Penfive his flow approach .the fpedre made, 1 

When, .as the prince had fcarce his .form (urvey’d > 
Thro’ the thick gloom ,,heifirft addrefs’d the (hade -.475 p 
What godhead. whelm’dmiyifdend> .our faithful, guide. 
Beneath the roarings of the dreadful tide-? 

Tell me — for 0J1 1 J could complain. 

Till now, of Phfeus, nor believ’d in .vain. 

Once he foretold — (but ah ! thofe. ; hppe.s..are loft) 4S0 
That Palinure fhould reach, th’ Aufoman cpaft. 

Safe from the giddy florin .and rolling flood; 

Is this, is this the promife of .a god? 

Nor Phoebus, he replies, foretold in vain. 

Nor has a god o’erwhelm’d me in the main* 485 
No— as I fleer’d along tlie foamy, fea. 

Headlong I, fell* and tore the helm away. 

But by thafe, fierce tumultuous floods I (wear. 

For my own life I never felt a fear. 

For your’s,alone I trembled, left the life 49a 

Left all at large and bo.upjdmg o’er the deep. 

Rob’d of her helm and long-experienc’d guide. 

Should fink, o’erwhelm’d in fuch a furious tide* 

For three long flormy nights fublime I rode. 

Heav’d by thefquthern t^npeits o’er the flood ; ,495 

At early dawn my eyes could juft explore. 

From a tall tow’ring furge, |h’ Italian (here. 

Thus tir’d, the fed. Igainhy flow degrees. 

And, ’fep’d at length the .hangers 
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But hopes of prey the favage natives led, «joo 

And, while I grafp’d the fhaggy mountain’s head, 

(My cumb’rous veils yet heavy from the main,) 

By barbarous hands thy helplefs friend was flain. 

And now by floating furges am I toft. 

With every wind, and dafh’d upon the coaft. 505 
But by the light of yon ethereal air. 

By thy dead father, and furviving heir, 

O prince ! thy pity to a wretch extend ; 

And from thefe diftnal realms enlarge thy friend. 

Or to the Veline port direft thy way, 510 

And in the ground my breathlefs body lay : 

Or, if thy goddefs-mother can difclofe 
Some means to fix a period to my woes, 

(For fure uncall’d, unguided by the gods. 

You durft not pafs thefe dreadful Stygian floods) 515 
Lend to a pining wretch thy friendly hand. 

And waft him with thee to the farther ftrand ! 

Thus, in this difmal ftate of death at leaft 
My wand’ring foul may lie compos’d in reft. 

And how, reply’d the dame, could rife in man 52a 
A with fo impious 5 or a thought fo vain ! 

Uncall’d, unbury’d, wouldft thou venture o’er. 

And view th’ infernal fiends who guard the ftiore ? 
Hope not to turn the courfe of fate by pray’r. 

Or bend the gods inflexibly fevere ; 525 

But bear thy doom content ; while ,1 difclofe 
A beam of comfort to relieve thy woes 5 
For know, the nations bord’ring on the floods. 
Alarm’d by direful omens of the gods. 

In 
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In full atonement of thy death fhall rear 530 

A mighty tomb, and annual offerings bear. 

The place, from age to age renown’d by fame. 

Still Ihall be known by Palinurus’ name. 

Thefe words reliev’d his forrows, and difplay’d 
A dawn of joy to pleafe the penfive fliade. 535 

Now they proceed ; but foon the pilot Ipy’d 
The Grangers from the wood approach the tide. 

Then to the godlike chief, in wrath he faid. 

Mortal! whoe’er thou art, in arms array’d. 

Stand off; approach not; but at didance fay, 540 
Why to thefe waters dar’ft thou bend thy way? 

Thefe are the realms of Sleep, the dreadful coafts 
Of fable Night, and airy gliding ghofts. 

No living mortals o’er the dream I lead ; 

Our bark is only facred to the dead. 545 

Know, I repent I led Pirithoiis o’er. 

With mighty Thefeus, to the farther lhore ; 

The great Alcides pad the Stygian floods ; ‘ 

Though thefe were heroes, and the fans of gods. 

From Pluto’s throne, this drag’d in cliains away 
Hell’s triple porter, trembling, to the day ? 

Thofe from his lofty dome afpir’d to lead 
The beauteous partner of his royal bed. 

To whom the facred dame—diow vain thy fear J 
Thefe arms intend no violence of war. 5551 

May the huge dog through all the Stygian coafls* 

Roar from his den, and fcare the flying ghofts ; 
Untouch’d and chafle, Perfephone may dwell. 

And with grijii Pluto ihare the throne of hell : 

‘ Tk 
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The Trojan prince, A&ieas, far around 
For valour, arms, and piety renown’d. 

Through thefe infernal realms decrees to gb* 

And meet his father in the ftiades below. 

To bend thy mind, if fuch high virtue fail. 

At lea ft this glorious pre'fent mull prevail ; 5&J 

(Then fhow’d the bough, that lay beneath her veil.) 

A 1 once his liflng wrath* was hufh’d to reft; 

At once flood- reconcil’d the rulhlds god. 

And bow’d with reverence to the golden rod; 

Bow’d, and refus’d 1 his office now no more*. 57b 
But turns the fable vefTel t'o the fhofe ; 

Drives front the deck the Bitting airy train ; 

Then in the bark receiv’d the mighty man. 

The feeble veffel groans beneath' the load. 

And drinks at many a leak th 5 infernal flood. 57^ 
The dame and prinCe at Iaft aie wafted o’er 
Safe to the flinty ftVand and oozy fhore. 

Arriv’d, they ftrft griiti Cerberus furvey ; 

Stretch’d in his den tn’ enormous monfter lay, 

Hts three wide mouths* with many a dreadful yell, £8 q 
A nd long, loud bbllowings, fhbok the realms of hell; 
Now o’er ids neck the ftarting ferpents rofe. 

When to the fteikl the dame a morfel throws. 

Honey, and drags,* and poppy juices fleep 

TBe temper’d mafs with all the pbvv’rs of fleep. 585 

With three huge gaphig mouths, impatient flies' 

The growling favage, and devours the* prize ; 

Then, by the charm iubdu d, he funk away ; [lay* 
Ar4 ftrefcli ? d at o’er the cave, the dumb ’ring. monfter 

Th^ 
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The fiend thus lull’d, the hero took the road, 590 
And left behind tlf irremeable flood. 

Now, as they enter’d, doleful fcreams they hear ; 

And tender cries of infants pierce the ear. 

Juft new to life, by too fevere a doom. 

Snatch’d from the cradle to the filent tomb ! 595 

Next, mighty numbers' crowd the verge of hell. 

Who, by a partial charge and fentence fell. 

Here, by a j after lot, their feats they took; 

The fatal urn imperious Minos fliook. 

Convenes a, council, bids the fpe&res plead, 60a, 
Rehears the wretches, and abfolves the dead. 

Then crowds fucceed, who, prodigal of breath, 
Themfelves anticipate the doom of death ; 

Though free from guilt, they caft their lives away. 

And fad and Men, hate the golden day. 6p£ 

Oh \ with what joy the wretches now would bear 
Pain, toil and wee, to breathe the vital air 1 
In vain ! — by fate for ever are they bound J 

With dire Avernus, and the lake profound ! > 

And Styx with nine wide channels roars, ground, 6 10 J . 

Next open wide the melancholy plains. 

Where lqvers pine in everlafling pains ; 

Thofe foft CQnfunung flames they felt alive, 

Purfue the wretches, and in death furvive. 

Here, where the myrtle groves their fhade-s djfplay, 615 
In cover’d walks they pafs their hours away, 

Evadne, Pkedra, Procris he furvey’d? 

Pafiphae and Laodamia’s Blade. 

Hr mm 
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StabbM by her fon, falfe Eriphyle there 

Points to her wound, and lays her bofom bare : 620 

Coeneus, who try’d both fexes, trod the plain. 

Now to a woman chang’d by fate again. 

With thefe, fair Dido rang’d the fhent wood. 

New from her wound, her bofom bath’d in blood; 
The chief, advancing through the fhady fcene, 625 
Scarce through the gloom difcern’d the fullen queen ; 
So the pale moon fcarce glimmers to the eye. 

When fxrft (he rifes in a clouded fkyv 
He wept, and thus addreft her in the grove. 

With all the melting tendernefs of love : 63 o 

Then was it true, that by revengeful Heel, 

Stung with defpair, unhappy Dido fell ? 

And I, was I the caufe of that defpair ? 

Yet oh 1 I vow by every golden liar ; 

By all the pow’rs th’ ethereal regions know, 635 
By all the pow’rs that rule the world below, 

I left your realm relu&ant ; o’er the floods 
Call’d by the Pates, and fummon’d by the gods; 

Th’ immortal gods ; - by whofe commands I come 
From yon bright realms to this eternal gloom : 64a 

Condemn’d the wafleful deep of night to tread. 

And pafs thefe doleful regions of the dead. 

Ah ! could I think, when urg’d by heav’n to go. 

My flight would plunge you in the depth of woe ! 

Stay, Dido, Hay, and fee from whom you fly? 645 
*Tis from your fond repentant lover ? s eye,* 

Turn then one moment, and my vows believe. 

The laft, laft inoment fate will ever give 1 
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Nought to thefe tender words the fair replies. 

But fixt on earth her unrelenting eyes, 650 

The chief Rill weeping : with a Men mien, 
hi RedfaR filence, frown’d th’ obdurate queen. 

Fixt as a rock amidR the roaring main. 

She hears him figh, implore, and plead in vain. 

Then, where the woods their thickeR Riades dilplay, 655 
From his deteRed fight fhe flioots away ; 

There from her dear Sichaeus in the grove. 

Found all her cares repaid, and love return’d fbr love. 
Touch’d with her woes, the prince with Rreaming eyes 
And floods of tears, purfues her as flip flies. 660 

Hence he proceeds; and la ft die fields appear. 
Where ftalk’d the proud heroic fons of war. 

Tydeus and pale Adraftus rofe to fight. 

With # Atalanta’s fon renown’d in fight. 

Here, a long crowd of chiefs the prince beheld, 665 
Who fell lamented in the gloiious field. 

His Trojan friends; — with fighs he view’d the train ; 
Three valiant fons of fage An tenor Rain : 

Here brave Therfilocus and Glaucus Rood, 

Medon and Polycetes bath’d in blood. 670 

Idseus there Rill glories in alarms. 

Vaults on his car, and wields his Riining arms. 

Eager to view the chief, on either hand, 

Bank behind rank, the eager waniors Rand: 

All in their turn retard the prince, to know 67$ 

What urg’d his journey to the fhades below. 

* Parthenopzeus. 
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Not fo tile kings of Greece — appall’d, difmay’d, 
Thehoflile chiefs' the godlike man furvey’d 
In arms that glitter’d through the daifey ihade. 
Some turn’d and fled, aflomih’d at the view. 

As when before him to their fleets they flew. 

Some rais’d a cry ; the fluttering accents hung. 

And dy’d imperTdl on the trembling tongue. 

Here Priam’s fon, Deiphobus, he found 5 
The mangled youth was one coud .u’d wound. 

For now his face, his beauteous face appears 
Gafh’d, and difhonour’d with a thoufand fears. 

His hands, ears, noftrils, hideous to furvey ! 

The fern inflating foes hud lopp’d away ; 
Trembling lie flood, induftrious to conceal 
The bloody traces of the ruthlefs fleel. 

Soon as the prince difeern’d him, he began. 

And thus deplor’d the mifeiable man ; 

0 brave Deiphobus! O chief divine ! 

Sprung from majeflic Tencefs martial line : 

What fierce barbar’an hands could thus difgrace 
Thv manly figure, and thy beauteous face ? 

In that la A night, when I lion funk in flame, 

1 heard, brave warrior 1 from the voice of fame. 
You fell on heaps of foes, with daughter tir’d. 

And on the glorious purple pile expir’d. 

With care I rais’d on our Khoctean coafl 
A vacant tomb, and hail’d thy mighty ghofl : 

Thy name and arms adorn the place around ; 

And, had thy mangled bleeding corfe been found, 705 
Thy relicks had lepos’d in Trojan ground, 
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My friend- (replies the chief) has duty paid; 

All funeral honours to my pcnfive diade ; 

But thefe dire woes from fatal Helen came ; 

Thefe are the triumphs of the Spartan dame ! yro 
For well, too well you know, in what delight 
We fondly fpent our lad deftruclive night : 

When the vaft monfter big with I lion’s doom. 

Tower’d through the town, an army' in its womb; 

In’ folemn ihow ihe bade the dames advance, ji * 
And in diiTemblcd orgies led the dance ; 

A darning torch fhe brandidi’d in her hand; 

Then from the tOw’r invites the Grecian band. 

While, worn with labours I repos’d my head 

(Ah wretch iil-fated!) on ccr bridal bed. 726 

My heavy lids the dews of dumber deep. 

Lull’d in a foft, profound, and death-like deep. 

Then from beneath my head, as tir’d I lay. 

My loyal bride conveys my fword away, 

Removes my arms, unfolds the door, and calls 72^ 
Her Spartan lord within my palace walls ; 

Betrays her lad, to pleafe her fbi mer fpoufe. 

And cancel all the guilt of broken vows ! 

Fierce they broke in, by dire Utydes led. 

And bafely dew me in the bridal bed. yjq 

Hear my juft pray’rs, ye gods ! — to Greece repay 
A fate like mine ; give all your vengeance way !' 

But thee, Q prince, what wond’rotfs fortune led 
Alive, to thefe dominions of the dead ? 

Bay, did the will and cotmfel of the gods, 

Or the rude tempefts and tumultuous doods, 

Pom- 
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Compel thy courfe from yon ethereal light. 

To thefe dark realms of everlaiHng night ? 

Mean time the i'wift- wing’d courfers of the fun 
Through heav’n full half their fiery race had run ; 740 
And aii th* appointed hours ia talk had paft. 

But thus the puekefs warn’d the chief at lake 
To 1 night advances, prince ! — we wake away 
In idle forrows the remains of day. 

See — in two ample roads, the way divides ; 745 

The right, dircfl, cur dekin’d journey guides. 

By Pluto’s palace, to th’ Elyfian plains ; 

The left to Tartarus, where, bound in chains, t 
Loud howl the damn’d in everlaking pains. j 

Difmifs thy wrath, replies the penfive lhade, 750 
But one woi d more — I then rejoin the dead : 

Go— -mighty prince, the promis’d throne afcend ; 

Go — but with better fortune than thy friend ! 

With thefe lak accents, to the warrior hok 
Retires the trembling, melancholy ghok. 755 

Now to the left, Asneas darts his eyes. 

Where lofty walls with triple ramparts rife. 

There rolls fwift Phlegethon* with thund’ring found. 
His broken rocks, and whirls his Urges round. 

£>n mighty columns rais’d fublime are hung 760 

The maily gates, impenetrably krong. 

In vain would men, in vain would gods eBay, 

To hew the beams of adamant away. 

Here rofe an iron tow’r ; before the gate* 

By night and day, a wakeful fury fate* 


7% 



VIRGII/s ^ENEID. BOOK VI, 109 

The pale Tiliphone ; a robe fhe wore. 

With all the pomp of horror, dy’d in gore. 

Here the loud fcourge and louder voice of pain. 

The cradling fetter, and the rattling chain. 

Strike the great hero with the frightful found, 77a 
The hoarle, rough, mingled din, that thunders round ; 
Oh ! whence that peal of gi oans ? what pains are thofe } 
What crimes could merit fuch dupendous woes ? 

Thus fhe — Brave guardian of the Trojan date. 

None that are pure mud pafs that dreadful gate. 775 
When plac'd by Hecat o’er Avernus’ woods, 

I learnt the fecrets of thofe dire abodes. 

With all the tortures of the vengeful gods. 

Here Rhadamanthus holds his aweful reign. 

Hears and condemns the trembling impious train. 78 0 
Thofe hidden crimes the wretch till death fuppred. 
With mingled joy and horror in his bread. 

The dern dread judge commands him to difplay ; 

And lays the guilty fecrets bare to day. 

Her 3 afh Tidphone that moment lhakes ; 785 

The ghod fhe fcourges with a thoufand fnakes ; 

Then to her aid, with many a thund’ring yell. 

Calls her dire dders from the gulfs of hell. 

Now the loud portals from their hinges dew. 

And all the dreadful feene appears in view. 790 

Behold without what direful monder waits 
(Tremendous form !) to guard the gloomy gates S 
Witnin, her bulk more dreadful hydra ipreads. 

And hiding rears her dfty lowhing heads. 

FuS 
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Full twice as deep the dungeon of the fends. 

The huge, Tartarean, gloomy gulf descends 
Below thefe regions, as thefe regions lie 
From the bright realms of , yon’ ethereal iky. 

Here roar the Titan race, th’ enormous birth; 

The ancient offspring of the teeming earth. 800 

^Pierc’d by the burning bolts, of old they fell. 

And Hill roll bellowing in the depths of hell. 

Here ,lie $1’ Aleian twins, in, length difplay’d; 

Stretch’d as they lie, the, giants I furvey’d, 

Who warr’d to drive the thunderer from above ; 805 

And form’d the ikies, and £book the throne of Jove. 
The proud Salmoneus, wrapt in chains below. 

Raves in eternal agonies of woe ; 

.Who mock’d with empty founds and mimic rays, 
Heav’n’s aweful thunder and the lightning’s blaze ; Si© 
Th’ audacious wretch through Elis tower’d in air, 
V/hirl’d by four courfers in his rattling car ; 

A blazing torch he fhook ; o’er crowds he rode ; 

.And madly claim’d the glories of a god. 

O’er hollow vaults he lafh’d the feeds along, 815 
And, as they flew, the brazen arches rung. 

Vain fool 1 to mock the bolts of heav’n above. 

And thole inimitable flames of Jove 1 

from the clouds, th’ avenging father aims 
Far other bolts and undiflembled fames ; 820 

Balk’d from Ids car, ‘the mimic thunderer fell. 

And in a fiery whirlwind plung’d to hell. 

There too th’ enormous Tityus I beheld, 

, Earth’s mighty giant fon, fh etch’d o’er th’ infernal field ; 

He 



I 


VIRGIN’S MXElf). BOOK VI. 

He cover’d nine large acres as he lay, 

•While with fierce fcreams a vulture tore away 825 - 
His liver for her food, and 1 coop’d the fmoking prey ; j 
Plung’d deep her bloody beak, nor plung’d in vain. 
For Mil the fruitful fibres fpring again. 

Swell, and renew th’ enormous monder’s pain, B30 
t'She dwells for ever in his roomy bread, a 

Nor gives the roaring fiend a moment’s red ; > 

But dill th’ immortal prey fitpplies th’ immortal Jead. J 
Need I the Lapiths’ horrid pains relate, 

Ixion’s torments, or Piiithoiis fate ? S3 5 

• On high a tottering rocky fragment fpreads. 

Projects in air, and trembles o’er their heads. 

Stretch’d on the couch, they fee with longing eyes 
In regal pomp fuccefiive banquets rife. 

While lucid columns, glorious to behold, 840 

' Support th’ imperial canopies of gold. 

The queen of Furies, a tremendous gued. 

Sits by their fide, and guards the tempting fead. 
Which if they touch, her dreadful torch, die ‘rears. 
Flames in their eyes, and thunders in their ears. 

They that on earth had bafe purfuits in view, 
iTheir brethren hated, or their parents dew, 

'And, dill more numerous, they who fwell’d their fiore, 
But ne’er reliev’d their kindred or the poor : 

Or in a cade unrighteous fought and Med; 

* Or pe ri fil’d in the foul adulterous bed; 

Or broke the ties of faith with dark deceit; 

Jmpriforfd deep, their dediu’d torments wait. 

But 
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But what their torments, feek not thou to knew. 

Or the dire fentence of their endlefs woe. g-j 

Some roll a ftone, rebounding down the hill. 

Some hang fufpended on the whirling wheel; 

There Thefeus groans in pains that ne’er expire. 
Chain’d down for ever in a chair of fire. 

There Phlegyas feels unutterable woe. 

And roars incefiant through the ftiades below ; 

Be juft, ye mortals ! by thefe torments aw’d, 

Thefe dreadful torments, not to fcorn a god. 

This wretch his country to a tyrant fold. 

And barter’d glorious liberty for gold. 

Laws for a bribe he paft, but paft in vain. 

For the fame laws a bribe repeal’d again. 

This wretch by hot pi epofterous luft was led. 

To climb and violate his daughter’s bed. 

To fome enormous crimes they all afpir’d ; 

All feel the torments that thofe crimes requir’d I 
Had I a hundred mouths, a hundred tongues, 

A voice of brafs, and adamantine lungs, 

Not half the mighty feene could I difclofe. 

Repeat their crimes, or count their dreadful woes 1—875 
Thus fpoke the prieftefs of the god of day; j 

And, hafte, Ihe cry’d ; to hell’s great emprefs pay > 
The deftin’d prefent, and purfue thy way. 3 

For lo l the high Cyclopean walls are neat'. 

And in full view the maffy gates appear. 88q 

On thefe the gods enjoin thee to beftow 
The faered offering of tile golden bough. 
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This faid, they journey’d through the folemn gloom. 
And reach’d at length the proud imperial dome : 

With eager fpeed his courie the hero bore, 885 
With living fireams his body fprinkled o’er. 

And fixt the glittering prefent on the door. 

Thefe rites compleat, they reach the flowery plains. 
The verdant groves where endlefs pleafure reigns. 

Here glowing iEther fhoots a purple ray, 890 

And o’er the region pouis a double day. 

From fky to iky th* unweary ’d fplendor runs. 

And nobler planets roll round brighter funs. 

Some wrefile on the fands ; and feme, in play 
And games heroic, pafs the hours away. 895 

Thofe raife the fong divine, and thefe advance 
In meafur’d fleps to form the folemn dance. 

There Orpheus, graceful in his long attire. 

In feven divifions flrikes the founding lyre ; 

Acrofs the chords the quivering quill he flings, 900 
Or with his flying lingers fweeps the firings. 

Here Teucer’s ancient race the prince furveys. 

The race of heroes born in happier days : 

Hus, Aflaracus in arms rever’d. 

And Troy’s great founder Dardanus appear’d : 905 

Before him fialk’d the tall majeflic train. 

And pitch’d their idle lances on the plain. 

Their aims and airy chariots he beheld; 

The Heeds unharnefs’d graz’d the flowery field. 

Thofe pleafing cares the heroes felt, alive, 910 

For chariots. Heeds, and arms, in death furvive. 

Vol. LIU. I Some 
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Some on the verdant plains were ftretch’d along 3 
Sweet to the ear their tuneful Paeans rung ; 

Others beneath a laurel grove were laid. 

And joyful feafled in the fragrant fhade. 915 

Here, glittering through the trees, his eyes furvey 
The ftreams of Po defending from the day. 

Here a bled train advance along the meads. 

And fnowy wreaths adorn their graceful heads : 

Patriots who perifh’d for their country’s right, 920 
Or nobly triumph’d in the field of fight : 

There, holy prieffcs, and facred poets flood. 

Who fung with all the raptures of a god : 

Worthies* who life by ufeful arts refin’d. 

With thofe, who leave a deathlefs name behind, 925 
Friends of the world, and fathers of mankind 1 
This fhining band the prieflefs thus addreil. 

But chief Mufaeus, tow’ring o’er the refl ; 

So high the poet’s lofty flature fpreads 

Above the train, and overtops their heads l 930 

Say, happy fouls 1 and thou, bleft poet, fay. 

Where dwells Anchifes, and dire£t our way ? 

For him we took the dire infernal road. 

And ftem’d huge Acheron’s tremendous flood. 

To whom the bard— Unfettled we remove, 935 

As pleafure calls from verdant grove to grove 1 
Stretch’d on the flowery meads, at eafe we lie. 

And hear the filver rills run bubbling by. 

Come then, afcend this point, and hence furvey 
By yon deiceat an open eafy way. 940 
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He fpoke, then talk'd before ; and from the brow 
Points out the fair enamelled fields below. 

They leave the proud aerial height again. 

And pleas’d bend downward co the biifsful plain. 

Anchifes there, the hero’s fire divine, 94| 

Deep in the vale had rang’d his glorious line ; 

Rank behind rank, his joyful eyes furvey 
The chiefs in bright fuccefilon rife to day. 

He counts th’ illudrious race with Audio us cares. 

Their deeds, their fates, their victories and wars. 950 
Soon as his lov’d iEneas he beheld. 

His dear, dear fon, advancing o’er the field; 

Eager he dretch’d his longing arms, and fhed 
A dream of tears, and thus with tranfport faid : 

Then has thy long-try ’d pious love furpaft 95 5 

The dreadful road, to meet thy fire at lad P 
Oh ! is it given to fee, nor fee alone. 

But hear, and anfwer to my godlike fon ? 

This I prefag’d, indeed, as late I ran 
O’er times and feafons ; nor prefag’d in vain. 960 
From what drange lands, what dormy feas and ikies 
Returns my fon, to blefs my longing eyes ? 

How did my anxious mind your danger move. 

Then, when in Carthage you indulg’d your love ! 

Your ihade, the prince replies, your angry fliade, 96^ 
In many a frightful vifion I furvey’d. 

By your behed I came to thefe abodes ; 

My fleet lies anchor’d in the Tufcan floods : 

Give me, O father ! give thy hand, nor ihun 
The dear embraces of a duteous fon. 

I 2 
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While yet he fpok<>, the tender forrows rife, 

And the big drops run trickling fiom his eyes. 

Thrice round his neck his eager arms he threw ; 

Thrice from his empty arms the phantom flew. 

Swift as the wind, with momentary flight, 975 

Swift as a fleeting viflon of the night. 

Meantime the hero faw, with wondering eyes. 

Deep in a vale a waving foreft rife : 

Through thofe fequefier’d fcenes flow Lethe glides. 
And in low murmurs lulls her flumbering tides ; 980 

Unnumber’d ghofts around the waters throng. 

And o’er the brink the airy nations hung. 

So to the meads in glowing fummer pour 
The cluftering bees, and rifle every fiow’r: 

O’er the fweet lilies hang the bufy fwarms ; 98 J 

The fields remurmur to the deep alarms. 

Struck with the fight, the prince aflonifli’d flood ; 

Oh ! fay, why throng fuch numbers to the flood ? 

Or what the nature of the wond’rous tide. 

And who the crowds? — To whom the fire reply’d : 990 
To all thofe fouls who round the river wait, 

New mortal bodies are decreed by fate. 

To yon dark ftreams the gliding ghofls repair. 

And quaff deep draughts of long oblivion there. 

How have I wifli’d before thee to difplay 995 

Thefe my defendants, ere they rife to day ! 

Thus {halt thou Latium find with double joy. 

Since fate has fixt th’ eternal throne of Troy.— 

O father 1 fay, can heavenly fouls repair 

Once more to earth, and breathe the vital air ? 1000 

What l 
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What ! — can they covet their corporeal chain? 

Gods l — can the wretches long for life again ! — 
Attend, he cry’d, while I unfold the whole. 

And clear thefe wonders that amaze thy foul. 

Then the great fire the fclieme before him lays, 1005 
And thus each aweful fecret he difplays : 

Know firil, a fpirk, with an adtive flame. 

Fills, feeds and animates this mighty frame; 

Runs through the wat’ry worlds, the fields of air. 

The ponderous earth, the depths of heav’n; and , 
there 1010 

Glows in the fun and moon, and burns in every ftar. - 
Thus, mingling with the mafs, the general foul 
Lives in the parts, and agitates the whole. 

From that celeiHal energy began 
The low-brow’d brute ; th J imperial race of man ; 1015 
The painted birds who wing th’ aerial plain. 

And all the mighty monfters of the main. 

Their fouls at firil from high Olympus came ; 

And, if not blunted by the mortal frame, 

Th* ethereal fires would ever bum the fame ! 1030 

But while on earth ; by earth-born paflions toft. 

The heavenly fpirits lie extinft and loft ; 

Nor fteal one glance, before their bodies die. 

From thofe dark dungeons to their native iky. 

Ev’n when thofe bodies are to death refign’d, 1025 
Some old inherent fpots are left behind ; 

A fullying tindlure of corporeal Hams 
peep in the fubftance of the foul remains. 

1 3 Thus 
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Thus are her fplendors dimm’d, and crafted o’er 
With thofe dark vices, that fhe knew befbie. 1 03© 
For this the fouls a various penance pay. 

To purge the taint of former crimes away : 

Some in the fweeping breezes are refin’d. 

And hung on high to waken in the wind ; 

Some cleanfe their dabs beneath the gufhing dreams. 
And feme rife glorious fiom the fearching dames. 1036 
Thus all mud fader ; and, thofe hide lings pad. 

The clouded mbds are purlfy’d at lad. 

But when the circling feafonc as they roll. 

Have cleans’d the drofs long-ga.her’d round the foul; 
When the celediai fire divinely bright, J041 

Breaks forth vi&orious in her native light ; 

Then we, the chofen few, Elydum gain. 

And here expatiate on the blifsful plain. 

Both thofe thin airy throngs thy eyes behold, 1045 
When o’er their heads a thoufand years have roll’d. 

In mighty crowds to yon Lethean flood 
Swarm at the potent fummons of the god ; 

There deep the draught of dark oblivion drain ; -i 
Then they defire new bodies to obtain, J050 £ 

And villt heay’n’s ethereal realms again, J 

This faid, the lire conducts their fleps along 
Through the loud tumult of th’ ferial throng ; 

Then climb’d a point, and every face defery’d, 

the huge trab preft forward to the tide ; J055 

Now hear, while I difplay our race divine. 

And the long glories of our Dardan line. 

The 
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The noble Roman heroes, who fhall rife 
From Trojan blood, fucceffive, to the Ikies, 

This mighty fcene of wonders I relate, I060 

And open all thy glorious future fate, 

Firft then behold yon blooming youth appear. 

That hero leaning on his finning fpear 1 
This thy laft fon, thy hoary age fhall grace. 

Thy hrft brave offspring of the Latian race ; lo6j 
From fair Lavinia in the groves he fprings, 

A king, and father of a race of kings ; . 

Sylvius his name ; proud Alba fhall he fway 
And to his fons th ? imperial pow’r convey. 

See ! where the youth, already wing’d to rife, 1070 
Stands on the verge of life, and claims the ikies. 

Frocas the next behold, a chief divine, 

Procas the glory of the Trojan line; 

Capys and Numitor there pant for fame ; 

There a new * Sylvias bears thy mighty name ; 1 075 

Like thee, juft, great and good, for valour known. 
The chief fhall mount th* imperial Alban throne. 

What ftrength each youth difplays ? but who are thofe 
With Civic crowns around their manly brpws f 
By thofe fhall Gabii and Nomentum rife, 1080 

And proud Collatian tow’rs invade the ikies. 

Then Faunus > town with turrets fhall be crown’d* 

And fair Fidena ftretch her ramparts round. 

Then Bola too fhall rife, of mighty fame ; 

Unpeopled now they lie, and lands without a name ! io8| 

* Sylvius /Eneas. 
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Bright Ilia, fprung from Trojan blood, {hall bear 
Yon gloiious hero to the god of war : 

Behold great Romulus, her viftor fon ; 

Whole f /ord rc {lores his grandiire to the throne. 

Lo ! from his helmet what a gloiy plays ! 1090 

And Jove’s own fph . dors round his temples blaze. 
From this Ratf* pirnce, majefuc koine ihali rife ; 

The boundkfs earth, her empire ihali comprife ; 

Her fame and valour tow’r above the Ikies 1 
Seven ample hills th’ imperial city grace, 1095 

Who nobly glories in her martial race ; 

Proud of hnr fons, fhe lifts her head on high; 

Proud, as the mighty mother of the Iky, 

When through the Phrygian towns, fublime in air. 

She rides triumphant in her golden car, 1 xoo 

Crown’d with a nodding diadem of tow’rs ; 

And counts her offspring, the celeftial pow’rs, 

A fhiuing train, who fiU the blefl abode, 

A hundred fons, and ev’ry fon a god 1 
Turn, turn thine eyes 1 fee here thy race divine, 1105 
Behold thy own imperial Roman line : 

Caefar, with all the Julian name furvey; 

See where the glorious ranks afeend to day ! — 

This — this is he 1 — the chief fo long foretold 
To blefs the land where Saturn rul’d of old, mo 
And give the Lernean realms a fccond age of gold ! 
Tne pronys’d prince, Augufhts the divine. 

Of Caefar’ s race, and Jove’s immortal line ! 

This mighty chief his empire Ihali extend 
O’er Indian realms, to earth’s remote!! end. 1115 

The 
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The hero’s rarid victories out-run [fun ! 

The year’s whole courfe, the liars, and journeys of the 
Where, high In air, huge Atlas’ fhoulders rife. 

Support th J ethereal lights, and prop the rolling Udes! 
He comes l— - he comes 1 — -proclaim’d by every god 1 
Nile hears the fhout, and fhakes in every flood, j 1 2 1 
Proud Afla flies before his dire alarms. 

And diflan t nations tremble at his arms. 

So many' realms not great Alcides pafl. 

Not, when the brazen-footed hind he chas’d, 1125 
O’er Erymanthus’ fleeps the boar purfu’d ; 

Or drew the huge Lernean. monfter’s blood. 

Nor Bacchus fuch a length of regions knew. 

When on his car the god in triumph flew. 

And {hook the reins, and urg’d the fiery wheels, 1130 
Whiil’d by fwift tygers down the Indian hills, — 

And doubt we yet, by virtuous deeds to rife. 

When fame, when empire is the certain prize ? 

Rife, rife, myfon; thy Latian foes o’erceme! 

Rife, the great founder of majeflic Rome 1 1 r 35 

But who that chief, who crown’d with olive Hands, 
And holds the facred relicks in his hands ? 

I know the pious Roman king from far. 

The filver beard, and venerable hair 5 
Call’d from his little barren held away, 114a 

To pomp of empire and the regal fway. 

Tullus the next fuccecds, whofe loud alarms- 
Sh^ll roufe the fliinib’ring fons of Rome to arms. 
Jnfpir’d by him, the foft unwarlike train 
Repeat their former triumphs o’er again. 
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Lo Ancus there I — the giddy crowd he draws. 

And fvveils too much witn popular applaufe. 

Now wou'dlt thou Tarquin’s haughty race behold. 

Or fierce avenging Brutus, brave and bold? 

See tne item chief italk aweful o’er the plain, 1 15© 
The glorious chief, who breaks the tyrant’s chain: 

He to his axe {hall proud rebellion doom. 

The firfi great conful of his refeu’d Rome ! 

His fons (who arm, the Tarquins to maintain. 

And fix opprefiion in the throne again) X 155 

He nobly yields to jufiice, in the caufe 
Of facred freedom and infulted laws. 

Though harfh. th’ unhappy father may appear. 

The judge compels the fire to be fevere; 

And the fair hopes of fame the patriot move, 1160 
To fink the private in the public love. 

Like him, Torquatus, for ftern juftice known. 
Dooms to the axe his brave victorious fon. 

Behold the Drufi prodigal of blood 1 
The Decii dying for their country’s good ! 11 65 

Behold Camillas there ; that chief fhall come 
With four proud triumphs to imperial Rome. 

Lo 1 in bright arms two fpirits rife to fight 1 
How ftriCt their friendfhip in the realms of night ! > 

How fierce their difeord when they fpring to light ! 3 
How furious in the field will both appear ! 1 171 

With what dire {laughter I what a wafte of war 1 
Impetuous, to the fight the father pours 
From the fieep Alps, and tall Ligurian tow’rs. 

The 
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The Ton, with fervile monarchs in his train, 1 1 75 
Leads the whole Eaftern world, and fpreads the plain* 
Oh ! check your wrath, my fens ; the nations fpare ; 
And fave your country from the woes of war ; 

Nor in her facred bread:, with rage abhorr’d. 

So fiercely plunge her own vi&orious fword ! 1 1 80 

And thou, be thou the firft ; thy arms refign. 

Thou, my great fon of Jove’s celeftial line !-*- 
Yon chief fhall vanquilh all the Grecian pow’rs. 

And lay in dull the proud Corinthian tow’rs, * 

Drive to the capitol his gilded car, 1 185 

And grace the triumph with the fpoils of war. * 

That chief fhall ftretch fair Argos on the plain. 

And the proud feat of Agamemnon’s reign, 

O’ercojne th’ iEacian king, of race divine. 

Sprung from the great Achilles’ glorious line ; 1 19Q 

Avenge Minerva’s violated fane. 

And the great fpirits of thy fathers flain. 

What tongue, juft Cato, can thy praife forbear 1 
Or each brave Scipio’s noble deeds declare, 

Africk’s dread foes ; two thunderbolts of war ! 1 1 95 
Who can the bold Fabricius’ worth repeat. 

In pride of poverty, divinely great; 

Call’d by his bleeding country’s voice to come 
From the rude plough, and rule imperial Rome 1 
Tir’d as I am the glorious roll to trace, 1 200 

Where am I fnatch’d by the long Fabian race 1 
See where the patriot fhines, whofe prudent care 
JPreferves his countij by protra&ed war l — ? 

Tfe* 
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The fubjeft nations, with a happier grace, -j 

From the rude Hone may call the mimic face, 1205 r 
Or with new life inform the breathing brafs : J 

Shine at the bar, defcribe the Hars on high. 

The motions, laws, and regions of the fey : 

Ee this your nobler praife in times to come, 

Thefe your imperial arts, ye Tons of Rome l 1210 
O’er diftant realms to ilretch your aweful fway. 

To bid thofe nations tremble and obey ; 

To crufh the proud, the fuppliant foe to rear. 

To give mankind a peace, or {hake the world with war 
He faid— awhile their ravifh’d eyes admire 1215 
The wondh ous fcenes when thus proceeds the lire : 
See l where Marcellus tow’rs above the tmin. 

And bears the r^gal trophies f: om the plain* 
Endanger’d E.orne {hall blefs his guardian care. 

And Hand unfhaken in a Horm of war. 1 ?20 

Carthage and Gaul the hero’s might fhall prove. 

The third who hangs th’ imperial fpoils to Jove. — 
With him the Trojan prince a youth beheld 
In {hining arms advancing o’er the Held ; 

A beauteous form ; but clouds his front furround, 1225 , 
And his dim eyes were iixt upon the ground. 

Say, who that youth (he cries) o’ercaH with grief ; 

The youth who follows that victorious chief? 

Mis Ion ? or one of his illuHrious line ? 

What numbers fhout around the form divine ? 1230 

His port how noble ! how auguH his fame 1 
flow like the former ! and how near the fame i 
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But gloomy -(hades his penfive brows o’erfpread. 

And a dark cloud involves Ills beauteous head. 

Seek not, my fon, replies the fire, to know 1235 
(And, as he fpoke, the gufhing forrows flow) 

What woes the gods to thy defendants doom. 

What endiefs giief to every fon of Rome ! 

This youth on earth the Fates but jufl diiplay. 

And foon, too foon, they fnatch the gift away ! x 240 
Had Rome for ever held the glorious prize. 

Her blifs had rais’d the envy of the ikies ! 

Oh ! fiom the martial field what cries fhall come ! 
What groans fhall echo through the ilreets of Rome ! 
How fhall old Tyber, from his oozy bed, 1245 

In that fad moment rear his reverend head. 

The lengthening pomp and funeral to furvey. 

When by the mighty tomb he takes his mournful way ! 
A youth of nobler hopes (hall never rife. 

Nor glad like him the Latian fathers eyes : 1250 

And Rome, proud Rome fhall boaft, (he never bore. 
From age to age, fo brave a fon before ! 

Honour and fame, alas I and ancient truth. 

Revive and die with that illufirious youth ! 

In vain embattled troops his arms oppofe ; 1255 

In every field he tames his country’s foes. 

Whether on foot he marches in his might. 

Or fpurs his fiery courfer to the fight. 

Poor pitied youth ! the glory of the flate ! 

Oh l cou’dii thou fliun the dreadful ftroke of fate, 1260 
Rome fhould in thee behold, with ravifh’d eyes. 

Her pride, her darling, her Marcellus rife ! 


Bring 
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Bring fragrant flow’rs, the whitefl lilies bring, 

"With all the purple beauties of the fpring ; 

Thefe gifts at ieaft, thefe honours I’ll bellow 1265 
On the dear youth, to pleafe his fhade below — 

Thus, while the wond’rous fcenes employ their light. 
They rove >vith pleafure in the fields of light. 

When the great lire had taught his fon the whole. 
And with the Roman glories fir’d his foul; 127® 

Next to the lift’ning hero he declares 
His toils in Latium, and fuccefiive wars ; 

Gives him their nations and their towns to know. 

And how to Ihun, or fuffer every woe. 

Two gates the filent courts of jfleep adorn, 12 75 
That of pale ivory, this of lucid horn. 

Through this, true vifions take their airy way. 

Thro 5 that, falfe phantoms mount the realms of day* 
Then to the ivory gate he led them on. 

And there difmifs’d the Sibyl and his fon. 1280 

Now the great chief, returning to the main. 

Reviews his fleet, and glads his friends again. 

Then, fleering by the llrand, he ploughs the fea. 

And to Cafeta’s port directs his way : 

There all the fleet the crooked anchors moor; 1285 
And the tall fhips flood rang’d along the fhore. 


End of the Sixth Book. 
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Ring Latmus entertains JEneas, and promifes him his 
only daughter Lavinia, the heirefs of Ids crown, 
ramus, who is in We with her, being favoured by 
her mother, fed flirredupby Juno and Ale&o, breaks 
the treaty which was made ; and engages in his quar- 
rel, Mezentius, Camilla, Meffapus, and many others 
ot the neighbouring princes ; whofe forces and die 
names of their commanders are particularly recited. 
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XTOU too, Cajeta, whofe indulgent cares 

Nurd the great chief, and form’d his tender years. 
Expiring here (an ever honour’d name !) 

Adorn Hefperia with immortal fame : 

Thy name furvives to pleafe thy pendve ghoft ; 5 

Thy facred relacks grace the Latian coad. 

Soon as her funeral rites the prince had paid. 

And rais’d a tomb in honour of the dead ; 

(The fea fubliding, and the tempeds o’er) 

He lpreads the dying fails, and leaves the fliore. 10 
When, at the clofe of night, foft breezes rife. 

The moon in milder glory mounts the fkies : 

Safe in her friendly light the navy glides ; 

The filver fplendors trembling o’er the tides. 

Now by rich Circe’s coad they bend their way, 1 5 

(Circe, fair daughter of the god of day;) ’ 

A dangerous fhore : the echoing foreds rung. 

While at the loom the beauteous goddefs fung : 

Bright cedar brands fupply her father’s rays. 

Perfume the dome, and round the palace blaze. 2 a 

Here wolves with bowlings fcare the naval train. 

And lions roar relu&ant to the chain. 

Vgl. LIII. K Here 
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Here growling bears and fwine their ears affright* 

And break the folemn filence of the night. 

Thefe once were men ; bir Circe's charms confine* 25 
In brutal ft apes* the human forms divine. 

But Neptune* to fee ure the pious hoft 
From thefe dire mongers, this inchanted coafl, 

A friendly breeze to every fail fupplies ; 

And o’er the deeps the rapid navy flies. 30 

Now on her car was gay Aurora borne. 

And ocean reddens with the riling mom ; 

The winds lie hufo’d ; the fwelling furge fubfides ; 

And with their bending oars they labour thro’ the tides. 

From hence the hero yiew’d a range of woods ; 3^ 

Through the dark feene roll Tyber’s glittering floods ; 
With circling whirlpools urge their winding way, 

And lead their yellow waters to the fea. 

The painted birds, that haunt the golden tide. 

And flutter round the banks on every fide* 40 

Along the groves in pleafmg triumph play. 

And with foft mufic hail the dawning day. 

Smooth o’er the ihaded floods* at his command* 

The painted gallies glide* and reach the land. 

Now* goddefs ! aid thy poet, while he fings 45 
The flate of Latium, and her ancient kings ; 

Her dark confufions from their birth explores. 

When firff the Trojans reach’d th’ Hefperian ftores. 
Thou* thou, great Erato 1 my foul infpire. 

To fing each furious fight with equal fire, 50 

A mightier work, a nobler feene appears ; 

A long* long feries of deftrudrive wars I 
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Kings again# kings engag’d in dire alarms ! 

And all Hefperia rous’d to all the rage of arms l 

Latinus o’er the realm the fway maintain’d; 55 
And long in peace the hoary prince had reign’d ; 

From Faunas and a fair Laurentian dame, 

A lovely nymph, the mighty monai ch came. 

From Picus, Faunus drew his birth divine ; 

From Saturn he, great author of the line. 6o 

Fate from this king had fnatch’d each blooming fon ; 
And one bright daughter heir’d the imperial throne. 
Fir’d by her matchlefs charms, the youths repair 
From all the realms around, to court the fair ; 

Bold Turnus too the royal maid addreft, 65 

Whofe birth and beauty far furpaii the refh 
The Ladan queen, to gain fo brave a fon. 

Had made the blooming hero’s caufe her own. 

Vain was her aim, for every power divine 
Withftood the match, with many a dreadful fign. 70 
Amid the court a laurel rofe in air. 

Prefer v’d for ages with religious care ; 

This venerable plant Latinus found. 

When fir# his town with riilng tow’rs he crown’d ; 
(Which thence deriv’d her name, as records fay ;) 7; 
Then made it facred to the god of day. 

It chanc’d, a cloud of bees in gathering iwarms 
Swept through the fries, with murmuring hoarfe alarms; 
Pour’d in, and (fettling on the topmoft bough) 
Stretch’d down, dependent deep in air below : 80 

In one black lengthening chain together clung, 

F eet clafp’d in feet, the cluf ering nations hung. 

Kz 
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On this exclaims an augur — I explore 
A foreign confort from a diftant fhore ; 

From yon fame point a Granger hoil fhall come ; 85 

And here their prince Ihall reign in this imperial dome. 

Yet more 5 while chafte Lavinia, at the fhrine. 
Burns odorous incenfe to the powers divine ; 

As by her father Hood the royal fair. 

The fires flew round, and caught her waving hair : 90 
O’er all her rich embroider’d garments roll’d 
The wanton flame, and crept through every fold ; 
Then, crackling, through her crown victorious plays ; 
The gems run melting in the golden blaze : 

Around the fair the dancing glories ftray’d, 95 

And lambent fires involv’d the lovely maid ; 

Then from her beauteous head enlarging grew. 

Wide and more wide, and round the palace flew. 

From this ftrange fign, portentous to behold, 

Th’ aflonifh’d feer furprifing truths foretold, 100 
That bright with fame fhould fhine the glorious fair. 
But through the nations fpread the flames of war. 

Mean time the king, aftonifh’d at the fign, 

Haftes to confult his prefcient * fire divine. 

In dark Albunea’s fhades, fupreme of woods 1 105 

Where from her fountains boil fulphureous floods ; 
Thick from her {beams the clouds of poifon rife. 

And, charg’d with heavy vapours, load the ikies. 
Here, in diftrefs, th’ Italian nations come. 

Anxious, to clear their doubts, and learn their doom, no 

Firib 
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Firft, on the fleeces of the flaughter’d flieep. 

By night the facred priefl: diflblves in fleep : 

When, in a train, before his numbering eye. 

Thin, airy forms, and wond’rous viflons fly. 

He calls the pow’rs, who guard th’ infernal floods ; 1 15 
And talks, infpir’d, familiar with the gods. 

To this dread oracle the prince withdrew. 

And iirfl a hundred Iheep the monarch flew ; 

Then on their fleeces lay ; and from the wood 
He heard diflind thefe accents of the god : * 120 

Seek not a native prince, my fon, nor wed 
Thy royal daughter to a Latian bed. 

A foreign chief appears, of mighty fame, 

Whofe race to heav’n {hall raife our glorious name ; 
O’er either ocean {hall their empire run, 125 

Beyond the radiant journeys of the fun. 

In every clime their ftandards are unfurl’d ! 

And, proftrate at their feet, fliall lie the trembling world ! 

Thefe anfwers of the god, reveal’d by night. 

The king divulg’d, and fame difplay’d to light $ 130 

Spread the glad tidings all the nations o’er ; 

When now the Trojan navy reach’d the fhore. 

The hero with* his fon and chiefs had laid 
Their limbs at eafe beneath a cooling {hade ; 

Then, dictated by Jove, the banquet fpread 133 
On cakes of flour along the verdant mead $ 

The Herder cakes the bufy Trojans load 
With fruits auftere, and wildings of the wood : 

Thefe fcanty viands foon confum’d, the crew^ 
Compell’d by hunger, on their tables flew ; 14Q 

K 3 Fall 
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Full eager they devour’d, by want didred. 

The frail fupporters of the failing fead. 

When with a laugh, Afcanius — we devour 
The plates and boards on which we fed before. 

Th’ aufpicious words his lire in rapture took, 145 
And weigh’d what once the oracle had fpoke : 

Hail happy realm, which fate fo long has ow’d ! 

All hail, he cry’d, each guardian Trojan god l 
My lire, when fair Elyfium bled my eyes. 

Did thus difclofe the fecrets of the ikies : 150 

When, preft by raging famine, you devour 
Your boards, impatient, on a foreign Ihore ; 
ic There thy long labours lhall with peace be crown’d ; 
“ There build thy town, and raife the ramparts round.” 
This is the famine that the Fates foreihow, 155 

And this the place to terminate our woe. 

Then bend we from the port, at dawn of day. 

Our eager Heps, and drike a different way. 

To view the land, the cities to explore. 

And knew what nations hold the fated Ihore. 1 60 

Now place again the goblets on the board ; j 

Be great Anchifes honour’d and ador’d, > 

And pear the wine to heav’n’s almighty lord. 3 

Then, while the verdant boughs his temples grace. 
The prince ador’d the Genius of the place 5 165 

The Nymphs, and unknown pow’rs that rule the floods. 
And facred Earth, great fource of all the gods ; 

And aweful Night ; with her the Aars that rife. 

To gild her face,- and -beautify the fries 5 
; And 
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And Jove, the guardian god of Troy, implores, 170 
And the great mother of th’ ethereal pow’rs ; 

His mighty parents Jail, with honours crown’d 
In heav’n above, and Erebus profound. 

The hero’s vows th 5 almighty heard from high. 

And thrice he thunder’d from an azmre ilcy ; 175 

And {hook, majeitic as the thunders roll’d, 

A fiery cloud, that blaz’d with beams of gold. 

Now through the Trojan hoil the news had flown. 
The day was come to raife their promis’d town ; 

AH, warm’d with tranfport at the happy fign, 180 
Indulge the feaft, and quaff the generous wine. 

Soon as the morning {hot a purple ray. 

And tipp’d the mountains with the beams of day. 

By different ways the bufy train explore 

The bounds, the cities, and the winding {hore. 1 85 

Here dwell the Latian line ; there Tyber flows ; 

And here thy facred ftream, Numicus, rofe. 

Now fent the Trajan prince (a peace to gain) 

A hundred youths feleded from the train, 

With prefents for the king. Without delay, 190 
All crown’d with olives took their fpeedy way. 

Mean time the chief defign’d th’ allotted ground 
For the new town, and drew the trench around; 

High tow’rs and ramparts all the place inclofe ; 

And, like a camp, the hidden city rofe.- 195 

Now the commiflion’d youths proceed with hafte. 

And fpy the lofty Latian fpires at iafL 
Before the gate, the blooming adive train 
Or break the fiery courfer to the rein. 

Or whirl the chariot o’er the dufty plain ; 

K 4 Or 




136 


PITT’s POEMS. 

Or bend the bow,, or tofs the whizzing fpear. 

Or urge the race, or wage the mimic war. 

W hen lo ! a meffenger, difpatch’d with fpeed. 

Spurs to the Latian court his panting Heed, 

And told the monarch what illuffcrious guefis 205 
Arriv’d from foreign lands in foreign veils. 

The monarch fummon’d all the train, and Ihone, 

In Hate majeHic on the regal throne. 

High o’er the town, furrounded by a wood. 

Old Pious* venerable palace Hood, zi Q 

AuguH and aweful ! proudly rofe, around, 

A hundred columns, and the*Hru<Hure crown’d. 

Here kings receiv’d the types of royal pow’r. 

The crown and fcepter, and the robes they wore. 

This was their temple ; this their court of Hate, 2 1 5 
Here at their facred feafls the fathers fate ; 

And in long orders, as their thrones they fill’d. 

On offer’d rams their annual banquets held. 

Before the gates a venerable band. 

In cedar carv’d, the Latian monarchs Hand. 220 
Sabinus there, who preft the foaming wine, 

Extend the hook that prun’d the generous vine : 

The front old Italus and Saturn grace. 

And hoary Janus with his double face ; 

And many an ancient monarch, proud to bear 225 
In their dear country’s caufe the wounds of war. 

Hung on the pillars, all around appears 
A row of trophies, helmets, fhields, and fpears. 

And folid bars, and axes keenly bright, 

And naval beak^ and chariots feia’d in fight. 230 

With 
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With his divining wand in folemn Hate, 

With robes fuccindl the royal Ficus fate. 

Fierce in his car of old he fwept the held ; 

And Hill the hero grafps the fhining ihield. 

Him beauteous Circe lov’d, but lov’d in vain ; 235 

Th 5 enchantrefs dame, rejected with difdain. 
Transform’d the haplefs monarch, in dsipair. 

Chang’d to a painted bird, and fent to Hit in air. 

Thus fat the fov’reign in the pompous fane. 

And gave admiffion to the Bardan train. 240 

Then to th’ illuftrious grangers, from the throne. 

The prince with mild benevolence begun. 

Say, noble Trojans, for we knew your name 
And ancient race, before your navy came ; 

What caufe your fleet to Latium could convey, 24^ 
What call, through fuch a length of wat’ry way ? 

Or were your gallies wide in ocean loft? 

Or driv’n by tempers on th’ Hefperian coaH ? 

Such dangers oft befall the train who ride 

O’er the wild deeps, and Hem the furious tide. 250 

Vouchfafe to be our guefls, and Latium grace ; 

For know, our generous hofpitable race, , > 

By Saturn form’d, from him tJrir manners draw, '41 
Juft without ties, and good without a law. 

From old Auruntian fages once our ears 253 

Have heard a tale, though funk in length of years ; 
Thefe realms the birth of Dardanus could boaH, 

Who fail’d from hence, and reach’d your Phrygian coaft. 
He left the Tufcan realms, and now on high 
Dwells in the Harry manftous of the Iky : 26^ 

Call’d 
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Call’d from this nether world to heavVs abodes, — 

He reigns above, a god among the gods ! 

O prince divine ! great Faunus’ glorious fon; 

(Thus, to the king Ilioncus begun ;) 

Nor liars milled our fleets, nor tempers toll, 265 
Nor wide we wander’d to the Latian coafl. 

But our determin’d courfe, fpontaneous bore. 

With one fixt purpofe, to this friendly fhore ; 

Driv’n frGm the noblefi empire o’er the feas. 

That the bright fun in all his race furveys, 270 

We and our prince derive our birth divine 
From Jove, the fouree of our ethereal line ; 

And at the godlike chief’s command we come. 

His fuppliant envoys to this regal dome, 

Thcfe, who beyond the bounds of ocean hurl'd, 275 
PofTefs that wild unhofpitable world ; 

And thofe who glow beneath the burning zone. 
Beneath the fiery chariot of the fun. 

Have heard, and heard with terror from afar. 

What a dire deluge, what a item of war, 280 

With ruin charg’d, and furious to deftroy. 

From Greece burft thundhing o’er the realms of Troy ; 
When Europe {hook proud Afia with alai ms. 

And fate fet two contending worlds in arms, 

Snatch’d from that item, to roll around the floods. 
We beg feme place, to fix our wand’rlng gods ; 286 

Some vacant region, you with cafe can fpare ; 

The common ufe of water, eaith, and air. 

Nor fhall this new alliance bring difgrace. 

But add new glories to th’ Italian ra*ce : 


Nor 
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Nor Latium ftiall repent the kind fupply. 

Nor fhali the dear remembjance ever die. 

Now by our potent glorious prince I fwear, 

As true in peace as dreadful in the war ; 

Though now as fuppliants at thy throne we Hand, 295 
With humble pray’rs and olives in our hand. 

Yet many nations, prince, invite our train. 

And our alliance court, but court in vain. 

For know, the gods, the mighty gods command 
The fons of Troy to feek the Latiai* land. 30Q 

To Tyber’s Hood great Phoebus urg’d our way. 

Where fpring Numicus’ facred dreams to day ; 

Here Dardanps was born, of heav’nly drain ; 

Hence fird he came, and now returns again. 

Yet more*~thefe prefents from the Trojan king, 305 
Thefe relicks of his former date we bring, 

Snatch’d from devouring dames — his fire, of old. 
Pour’d due libations from this bowl of gold : 

In thcfe rich robes the royal Priam Ihone, 

And gave the law, majellic, from the throne: 31Q 

This crown, this fcepter, did the monarch wear ; 
Thefe veds were labour’d by the Trojan fair. 

He ceas’d-r-the fov’reign paus’d in thought profound^ 
And &et his eyes unmov’d upon the ground. 

His daughters fortunes all his mind employ, 315 
And future empire, not the gifts from Troy. 

Deep in his mind the prophecy he roll’d. 

And deem’d this chief, the fon the gods foretold. 

The mighty hero long foredoom’d by fate 

*To fhare the glories of the regal date 5-7- 320 
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From whom a race, victorious by their fwords. 
Should rife in time, the world’s majeHic lords ; 
Then joyful {poke : May heav’n our counfels blefs 
And its own omens, with the wish’d fuccefs ! 

Well pleas’d, my friends, your prefents I receive; 
And free admifiion in my kingdoms give ; 

Nor Ihall you want, while I the throne enjoy, 

A land as fruitful as the fields of Troy. 

But let your godlike prince, if he requelt 
Our royal friendlhip, be our honour’d guefi ; 

The peace he a Iks in perfon he may bring. 

Go then— -report this meiFage to your king. — 

A beauteous daughter in her bloom is mine,. 
Forbid to wed in our Aufonian line : 

This all our native oracles deny. 

And every dreadful omen of the flcy. 

From foreign fhores, a foreign fon appears. 
Whole race Ihall lift our glory to the liars. 

Your prince, the defiin’d chief the Fates require. 
Our thoughts divine, and we, my fiends, delire. 

He faid, and order’d Heeds, to mount the band 
In lofty Halls three hundred courfcs Hand, 

Their fhining fides with ciimlbn cover'd o’er; 

The fprightly Heeds embroider d trapp ngs wore. 
With golden chains, refulgent to behold: 

Gold were the bridles, and they champ’d on gold. 
But to their prince he lent a glorious car. 

With two difiinguifh’d courfeis for the war; 

Fierce as they Hew, their noihils breath’d a fire; 
Thefe Circe Hole from her cridUal fire. 
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By mortal mares on earth, who, all unknown, 

Mixt with the flaming couriers of the fun. 

Pleas’d with the monarch’s gift, their fieeds they prefs. 
And to their anxious lord return with peace. 

But Jove’s imperial queen, from Argos far, 355 
Rides on the whirlwinds through the fields of air. 

From proud Pachynus’ point, her eyes explore 
The Trojan prince, and all his fleet on fhore. 

The bulwarks rife, the troops poflefs the flrand, 

Defert the fhips, and pour upon the land; 360 

She flood in anguilh fixt, and Ihook her head, 

Then, fir’d with rage, the wrathful goddefs faid ; 

Curfl race : — a race I labour to deftroy ! — 

But Juno finks beneath the fates of Troy l 

Did not the captives break the victor’s chain? 365 

Did not her flaughter’d fons revive again ? 

Did they not force, when Troy in allies lay. 

Through fires and armies their victorious way ? 

What — heav’n’s great emprefs flags, by toils opprefi I 
Or fure, her glutted vengeance lies at refl ! 370 

And yet I dar'd purfue the banifh’d train 
Through the lafi bounds of Neptune's wat’ry reign. 
With rocks, with gulfs, with thunders from on high. 
With ail the florms of ocean and the Iky. 

In vain with florms I rous’d the roaring main ; ^ 375 

Earth, ikies, and oceans wag’d my war in vain. 

In vain dire Scylla thunder’d o’er the fea ; 

Nor could the valt Charybdis bar the way. 
for lo ! in Tyber’s flood their navies ride. 

Mock my revenge, and triumph o’er the tide. 3 So 

And 
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And yet the god of battles could efface* 

For one negled, the Lapithsean race. 

For one negleft, did Jove himfelf reflga 
To Dian’s wrath the Calydonian line. 

But I, the queen fupi eme of gods above, 

,The mighty confort of imperial Jove, 

In vain for years one nation have pur fil’d ; 

Nay by one Tingle mortal am fubdu’d 1 
Yet, though my pow’rs are baffled, will I try 
Whatever pow’rs in nature’s circle lie. 

What ! though the partial heav’ns my aims repel. 

I’ll raife new forces from the depths of hell 1 
What ! — if the Trojan muft in Latium reign ! 

What 1 — if the Fates a regal bride ordain 1 
Yet, may I fell the nuptial rite delay* 

And by a length of wars defer the day. 

Yet, fliall the people bleed ! the kings ftiall reign. 

The lonely monarchs of an empty plain 1 
Yet fhal! the father and the ion make good 
Their league of friendfhip* in their fubje&s blood ; 400 
In the mixt blood of nations fhall be paid. 

At large, thy dreadful dow’r* imperial maid ! 

Wed then— with every fatal omen wed : 

Bel Iona waits thee to the bridal bed. 

The queen of love, like Priam’s royal dame* 46$ 
For llion has conceiv’d a fecond flame. 

A Paris, fprung from Venus, fhall de&foy 
Once more with fatal fires the towYs of Troy. 

This faid, to earth th’ impetuous goddefs flies. 
Inflam’d with rage and vengeance, from the flcies ; 410 

Look* 
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Looks down, and, bending o’er the baleful cell. 

Calls dire Aledio from the realms of hell. 

Crimes, frauds and murders are the fiend’s delight. 
The rage of death, and daughters of the fight. 

So fierce her looks i fuch terrors from her eyes! 415 
Round her grim front fuch monftrous ferpents rife ! 

She fcares ev’n Pluto, her immortal fire 5 
Her lifter Furies tremble and retire. 

Then heavVs great queen, againft the Trojan train. 
Inflam’d her native rage, and thus began : 42a* 

Daughter of night I thy potent aid I claim: 

To guard my honour, and fupport my fame. 

Oh ! let not Troy her pow’rs to Latium bring. 

Nor with this match amufe her eafy king. 

J Tis thine, the peace of brethren to confound, 425 
To arm their hands, and fpread deftrudtion round ; 
Through kindling houfes, towns and realms to bear 
The torch of difcord, and the flames of war. 

To thee a thoufand noxious arts are known, 

And every form of mifehief is thy own. 4,30 

Roufe, roufe the fury in thy foul ! excite 
The chiefs, and kindle all the rage of fight l 
Diflblve the peace ; and fir’d by dire alarms. 

Bid the mad nations rufh to blood and arms I 

Scarce had fhe fpoke, when fudden from her eyes, 435 
Smear’d with Gorgonean blood, the fury flies 
Sublime ; and tow ring o’er the palace foars ; 

Then ftards unfeen before Amata’s doors ; 

While grief and wrath the raging queen employ. 

For Turn us, injur’d by the match with Troy, 440 

Here 
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Here fiopt the fiend ; and, dLcord all her view, 
Snatch’d from her hiifing looks, a fnake ihe threw 
And through her inmofl foul the fiery ferpent fiew, 
Unfelt, the monfier glides through every veil. 

And breathes the fecret poiibn in her bread:. 

Now like a fillet, round her temples roll’d, 

Now round her bofom, like a chain of gold. 

Now to her trefFes he repairs, and there 
Thrids every ringlet of her golden hair. 

Thus while her kindling foul the pell infpires 
With the firfi: fparkles of her fatal fires. 

Before the bofom of the royal dame 
Felt the full furies of th’ infernal flame. 

She fpeaks her grief, in accents foft and mild. 
Implores the fire, and {arrows o’er her child ; 

And mull Lavinia then, our only joy. 

Wed with this wand’ring fugitive of Troy ? 

And can a father iffue the decree. 

So fatal to himfelf, to her and me ? 

For fare the pirate foon will bear away 
With the firfl rlfing wind the lovely prey. 

Such, fuch a guefl of old, the Phrygian boy 
Bore ravifli’d Helen to the tow’rs of Troy. 

Where, where is friendfhip, truth and honour now ? 

A father’s promife, and a monarch’s vow ! 465 

If thy great fire’s commands have fixt thy mind. 

To chafe fome hero of a foreign kind : 

Then every kind, my lord, and every land 
Are foreign, that are free from our command ; 

And 
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And if we trace brave Turnus’ blood, lie fprings 470 
From a long line of ancient Argive kings. 

Thus urg’d the mother, in a mournful ftrain. 

Her loud complaints* yet urg’d them all in vain. 

But now the fpreading poifon, fir’d her whole, 

Ev’n to the lafb receffes of her foul. 475 

In her wild thoughts a thoufand horrors rife ; 

And fierce, and madding round the flreets file files. 

So the gay firiplings lafh in eager iport, 

A top, in giddy circles, round a court. 

In rapid rings it whirls, and fpins aloud, 480 

Admir’d with rapture by the blooming crowd ; 

From every ftroke, files humming o’er the ground. 
And gains new fpirit, as the blows go round. 

Thus flew the giddy queen, with fury flung. 

Thro’ the wide town, amid the wond’rlng throng. 48 j 
Y et more the deflin’d nuptials to delay. 

Fierce to the darkfome wood file bounds away ; 

And, rifing flill in rage, with rites divine 
She feign’d new orgies to the god of wine. 

Thou, Bacchus, only thou, deferv’il: the fair I 49c 
For thee in ringlets grows her lovely hair ! 

For thee fhe leads the dance, and wreaths her ivy fpear. 

Now fpread around the wild infectious flames ; 

With the fame fury glow the Latian dames ; 

Let loofe their flying trefles in the wind, 49^ 

Rufh to the woods, and leave the town behind ; 

Tofs high their ivy-fpears ; while clamours rife. 

And trembling ihrieks, tumultuous rend the ikies. 

Vol. LIIL L The 
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The madding queen, with rage fuperior Hung, 

Rear’d high a flaming pine, amid the throng, 500 > 
And for young T urrius rais’d the nuptial fong. 3 
Then rolls her fiery eyes, and loud exclaims : 

Hear, all ye matrons ! hear ye Latian dames ! 

If yet a mother’s woes your fouls can move. 

If yet your injur’d princefs fhares your love ; 505 

Like me, unbind your trefles ; rove abroad ; 

And hold thefe facred orgies to the god* 

Thus the fierce fiend Amata’s breaft invades, 

And drives her raving to the fylvan fhades. 

When all the monarch’s palace fhe furvey’d, 5 10 
With all his counfels in confufion laid ; 

As wide around the rifmg Fury grew. 

On dufky wings to Ardea fwift fhe flew : 

Ardea, by Danae built in days of yore, 

When with her Argive train fhe fought the fhore ; 515 > 
But now her perifh’d ruins are no more ! 3 

Where o’er the refl brave T urnus’ manfion rofe. 

She found the hero funk in foft repofe ; 

And firft, her dread infernal form to hide. 

Laid the grim terrors of her front afide : 52^ 

With filver hairs her temples were o’erfpread, 

And wreaths and verdant olives crown’d her head* 

Her wither’d face with wrinkles way embofl, 

* And in the woman all the fiend Was loft. 

She now appear’d a venerable dame, 525 

And to the couch like Juno’s prieflefs came : 

Then are thy labours vain, (fhe thus begun) 

And fhali a Trojan feize thy rightful throne ? 


The 
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The king denies the crown he long has ow'd. 

Denies the fair thy labours bought with blood. 530 
Go— ^fave his kingdom ; fight the Tufcan train ! — 

Go, prince, and conquer* to be fcorn'd again ! 

Hear then by me the mandate from on high * 

Sent by the mighty emprefs of the iky : 

Fly* fly; the valiant youth for arms prepare $ 53^ 

And through the opening gates let loofe the war. 

Lo l where in Tyber ride the fleets of Troy; 

Go then, their chiefs and painted ihips deftroy ; 

So Heav’n commands— and, if the Latian lord 
Detain the fair, regardlefs of his word, 5,40 

Let him in blood thy vengeful fword deplore. 

The fword that conquer'd in his caufe before. 

Thus the diflembled dame — with fcornful pride. 

In haughty terms the martial youth reply’d : 

The tidings you convey, I knew before ; 545 

The Trojan fleet is landed on the ihore. 

Hence — nor with idle tales my bofom move ; 

I live fecure in Juno’s guardian love. 

But, worn with years, you dote with vain alarms. 

And, when you nod, you dream of kings in arms, 5^0 
Go, mother, go —and make your gods your care. 

But leave to tnen the province of the war. 

While yet he fpoke, her looks the youth confound, 
And the black fiend in all her terrors frown’d. 

A glia ft, he fhook, and trembled with affright, 5 5.5 
While all her native horrors blafl: his fight. 

Such a tremendous front the Fury fpread. 

So dreadful ItifI the ferpents round her head ; 

L 2 So 
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So grim a figure now fhe Teem’d to rife ; 

That hell, all hell was open’d in her eyes ! 560 

Then, ere the fault’ring trembling youth reply’d. 
She roll’d their fiery orbs from fide to fide ; 

Snatch’d two black ferpents from her locks, and fhook 
The founding fcourge, and thund’ring thus fhe fpoke : 

Behold, behold the wretch, by vain alarms 565 
And age, reduc’d to dream of kings in arms ! 

A Fury from the deeps of hell, I bear. 

In thefe dread hands, deftru&ion, death and war ! 

With that a flaming torch the goddefs threw ; 

Deep through his breaft the fiery weapon flew. 570 
Strait rous’d the ftartled warrior ; and a ftream 
Of fweat ran copious down from every limb. 

Through the wide dome he raves with mad alarms. 

He runs, he flies, he calls aloud to arms ; 

Fell wrath and vengeance in his eyes appear, 575 
The thirfi of flaughter, and the rage of war. 

So when in parting fpires the flame divides. 

And crackling climbs around the cauldron’s fides. 

In the deep womb glow fierce the hiffing flreams. 

Boil, fwell and foam, and bubble o’er the brims; 5 So 
Till high in air the fuming liquids rife. 

And in a length of vapours mount the fkies. 

He fends to great Latinus, to declare 
The peace polluted, and denounce the war ; 

To arms he cries, —-this moment will we go 5S5 
To guard our country, and repel the foe. 

Himfelf, he boafis, will all the war maintain. 

And fight the Trojan and Aufonian train. 

His 
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His troops take fire, and (heav’n invok’d in pray’r) 
With eager rage they gather to the war : 590 

Some by his beauty mov’d, his caufe embrace. 

Some by his valiant deeds, and regal race. 

While thus his focial train the prince infpires. 

Swift to the Trojan hoft the fiend retires. 

Big with new mifchiefs to the place fire came, 595 
Where young lulus hunts the favage game, 

A fiag he chas’d ; the chace the Fury fees. 

And bids the fcent grow warm in every breeze 5 • 

His opening hounds, exulting, flioot away. 

And bear impatient on the panting prey : 60 q 

From this light caufe file rais’d the firfi alarms. 

And £ r’d the brutal fwains to blood and arms.--* 
Snatch'd from the dam, by Tyrrheus’ children rear’d, 
(Tyriheus, chief matter of the royal herd) 

With car,e domettic had this ftag been bred ; 605 

pf beauteous fhape ; and antlers grac'd his head. 

The beatt became their fitter’s darling care ; 

His horns were drefs’d with garlands by the fair. 

Fed from the board, accuflomM to command. 

The fawn familiar lick’d her ttroking hand. £10 
Full oft Ihe bath’d him in the limpid tide. 

And fondly curious comb’d his filkep hide.; 

All day amid the forefts would he roam* 

But came each evening to his wonted home., 

Afcanlus’ hounds had rous’d the trembling, prey, 615 
As down the gentle flood he took his way, ; . 
And on the cooling bank in length luxuriant lay. 

L 3 The 
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The youthful hero fir’d with love of fame, 

JJirefts a feather’d arrow at the game ; 

The feather’d arrow flew ; the Fury guides 620 
The pointed weapon through the wanton’s fides. 

Pierc’d with the dart, the bleeding fawn in vain 
Flies back for refuge to his home again ; 

Complains with human tears, and human fighs, 

And begs for aid with unavailing cries. 625 

The beauteous Sylvia heard his moving drains, 
Feather white bofom, and alarm’d the frvains. 

Jnfpir’d with fudden rage they wing their way, 

For in the wood the lurking Fury lay. 

Some arm’d with knotted clubs, impetuous came, 630 
And fome with Haves welhfeafonM in the flame. 

With hones or brands the peafants throng from far. 
And every fudden weapon, to the war. 

T* yrrheus, who clove a tree with many a broke. 

Left the huge wedge within the gaping oak ; 635 

Then feiz’d the popd’rous axe with loud alarms^ 

And call’d the rubies all around to arms. 

Mean time the Fury from her band deferies 
T he growing difeord every moment rife ; 

Afcends the roof, and, from the lofty height, 640 
Calls in the bpih’rous peafants to the fight : 

With her foil force her mighty horn foe winds ; 

Th’ infernal brain alarms the gath’ring hinds. 

Xtys dreadful fummons die deep forebs took 5 
'f t he#oods all thunder’d, and the mountains foook. 645 
The lake of Trivia heard the note profound, 

The fountains trembled at the found. 
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The thick fulphureous hoods of hoary Nar 
Shook at the blaft that blew the flames of war ; 

Pale at the piercing call, the mothers preft 6 Jp 

With flirieks their flawing infants to the breaft. 

Thus the mad nifties caught the dire alarms. 

And at tire horrid fignal flew to arms. 

Nor lefs, in fuccour of the princely bo y, 

Pour forth to battle all the troops of Troy ; 655 

Clubs, Haves and brands, at firft the fight maintain $ 
But now embody J d armies fpread the plain. 

And deadly fwords and fliining bucklers wield ; 

And groves of fpears gleam dreadful o’er the field. 

On brazen arms the fun refulgent plays, 6 $Q 

And to the Ikies the fiery helmets blaze. 

So when the wind has ftirr’d the gentle Teas, 

The waves juft fwell, and whiten by degrees ; 

Till all the heaving wat’ry worlds arife. 

In pne vaft burft of thunder to the Ikies. 665 

Firft Almon, Tyrrheus’ eldeft hope, was flain. 
Fierce as he fought, the foremofl on the plain, 

Beneath his throat the arrow found its way ; 

And choak’d in blood, the beauteous warrior lay. 

Now heaps on heaps fall thick on every fide, 6yp 
And in the cloud of fight Galefus dy’d ; 

Good old Galefus ! while with earneft pare. 

He labour’d to prevent the rifing war ; 

The fage for juftice hare the foremofl: place. 

Though far the wealthieft of the Latian race : 675 

Five flocks, five bellowing droves, his paftujres held. 
And with a hundred teams he turn’d the fpacious field, 
L 4 Thus, 
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Thus, while on either fide, the martial train 
With mutual {laughter bath’d the purple plain : 

When the Hern Fury, from her promife freed, 680 
Beheld with joy the growing battle bleed ; 

She leaves th’ Hefperian ihores, ihe mounts the ikies. 
And in proud triumph thus to Juno cries : 

Behold my promife, mighty queen 1 made good ; 
The Trojan f.vord has drawn the Latian blood. 685 
War, bouudlefs war, mns raging round the plain ; 

Nor can yourfelf command the peace again ; 

Speak but you wLI, Til fpread the dire alarm. 

And bid the bord’ring towns and countries arm. 

Both fides to aid, the nations {hall repair ; 

Wide round, the riling difcord will I bear. 

And roufe in every bread the furies of the war. 

Enough, replies the queen, enough is done. 

The war Hands fixt; the {laughters are begun. 

They fly to war ; their arms with blood diifain : 

Deatli, Rage, and Terror range the purple plain. 

Such are the nuptial rites, that we prepare 
For JLatium’s king, and Venus’ worthy heir! 

But go this moment leave the realms above ; 

Go — nor offend the facred eyes of Jove. 70Q 

To thy unhallow’d feet the fire denies 

Th’ ethereal wa T ks, and freedom of the ikies. 

Retire to hell I if aught remains undone, 

Purfelf {hall finifh what thy tolls begun. 

£*yift as the goddefs fpoke, the fury fprings 7P5 
With fapid fpeed, and fprea<ls her duiky wings ; 
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Her ferpents luffing all around, fhe flies 
To hell’s dark realms, impetuous, from the ikies. 

Amid fair Italy, renown’d by fame. 

Lies a deep vale, Amfan&us is the name, 7 10 

Her gloomy lides are fhaded with a grove ; 

And a huge range of mountains tow Vs above ; 

Fierce thrbugh the dufky vale the torrents pour. 

And o’er the rattling Hones the whirlpools roar. 

There the black jaws of hell are open’d wide ; 715 

There rolls dire Acheron his fiery tide ; 

There lies the dark infernal cave, and there 
Grim Pluto breathes the foft ethereal air. 

Down through this dreadful opening, from on high. 
The fiend plung’d headlong, and reliev’d the iky. 

Mean time the queen of heav’n exerts her care^ 

With her lail hand to crown the growing war. 

In one vail tide the loud tumultuous foams 
Pour to the city, and defert the plains. 

Young Almon’s corfe they bear in open fight, 725 
And old Galefus flaughler’d in the fight ; 

Implore the gods with vows, arid beg in vain 
The hoary monarch to revenge the ijain. 

While the fierce Daunian lords complaints confpire. 

To fpread the gath’ring fears of fword and fire, -739 
Turnus, he cries, is banifh’d with dif|frace. 

And wrong’d in favour of a foreign race. 

The king prefers a Trojan for his fan; 

A Trojan prince already fills the throne l 

Thofe too, whofe mothers by the queen were led, 735 

Vfhen, fir’d by Bacchus, to the woods Ihe fled, < 
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(Such was her iptereft in the realm) declare 
For open arms, and breathe revenge and war. 

War is the fatal univerfal cry. 

Again# all omens of the angry iky !-— 74® 

Furious they crowd their fovereign’s regal door. 

And, madding, round the rich pavilions roar ; 

Befiege their king, as waves a rock, in vain. 

Some mighty rock, amid ft the rolling main ; 

That hears unmov’d the founding tempefts blow, 745 
That fees the furious furges foam below ; 

And o’er the deeps, majeftic to the fight. 

Stands fixt, and glories in its matchlefs height. 

Proud of its bulk ; while ftorms and working tides 
ply, dafti and break againft the tow’ring fides ! 75 q 

When long the prince had labour’d to retain 
The rifing madnefs of their fouls in vain. 

And faw the crowd no counfel would obey, 

But ruih’d to arms as Juno led the way ; 

The mournful fire obtefts the gods and ikies; 755 
And lo 1 we yield to fate, the monarch cries. 

The ftorm impetuous bears us down the Hood — 

But heav’n, heav’n claims your facnlegious blood t 
Thpu too, rafh T urnus, fhalt thy part fuftain. 

And late, too late, implore the gods in vain ! 7 do 

Safe to the portfam I already come, 

And all your king can lofe, is but a tomb * 

Then penfive he retir’d, and left to fate 
The reins of empire, and the cares of ftate. 

A folemn cuftom in Hefperia reign’d, 765 

^hich long the potent Alban lords maintain’d. 


And 
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And Rome Hill holds, when, terrible in might. 

The world's great emprefs fends her Tons to fight* 
Whether the chain for Dacia they prepare. 

Or wage th’ Hyrcanian, or Arabian war, 770 

Or their victorious arms on India turn. 

And fpread her eagles to the riling morn ; 

Or urge proud Parthia’s long-expe&ed doom. 

And bring in pomp our ravifh’d enfigns horne.-^? 

Two maffy folid gates have ever flood, 77 $ 

For ages facred to the * Thracian god* 

Old, double Janus guards the dreadful doors ; 

Grim war within, his mighty captive, roars. 

On many a pond’rous hinge the gates are hung j 
With brazen bars impenetrably ftrcng. 7S0 

Soon as the fathers cf the date prelim. 

The fight mud vindicate the Roman fame ; 

Strait, at their high decree, the coxtful, dred 
In the rich facred robe and Gabine ved. 

While the loud trumpets found a martial drain, 7S5 
(In pomp attended by the valiant train,) 

Throws wide the gates ; and through the nations far 
Lets loofe the boundlefs furies of the war. 

So now the madding Latian crowds implore 
Their monarch, to unfold the facred door*. 790 

But from the fatal office he withdrew, f 
AbhorrM the province, and retir’d from view. 

Then heavVs dread emprefs, while the prince delay’d. 
Shot down, and both the burding gates difplay’d : 
t Mars* 

Thg 
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The bolts Ey back, with every brazen bar ; 

And, like a ftorm, broke forth th’ imprifon’d war* 

Till now unmov’d by difcord and alarms, 

Aufonia burns, and calls her Tons to arms. 

Some to the furious light on foot proceed ; 

Some vault Impetuous on the bounding fteed, 800 
Some whet the blunted pole-axe for the field. 

Brighten the fpear and Icn^negledled fhield 5 
With tranfport hear the trumpet’s clangors rife. 

And view the banners ftreaming in the ikies* 

Ardea, proud Tybur, Cruft umerium’s pow’rs, 805 
Atma ftrong, and high Antemme's tow’rs. 

Five potent citie c , all their fons employ. 

To forge new arras again ft the troops of Troy. 

For greaves the du&tle Elver they extend, 

And for the ihield the pbant fallow bend : 810 

The guiltlefs arms the rural tiadc affords, 
Scythes,plough-{hares,liooks,are ftreighten’dintofwords. 
And in the glowing forges they reftore 
The blunted faulchions which their fathers wore* 

And now the fprightly trumpets found from far ; 815 

The word flies round; the Egnal of the war. 

Some fnatch the polifh'd helm with eager fpeed ; 

Some to the yoke compel the fnorti g fteed. 

Brace on the golden cuirafs, feize the fhield; 

And, with the giitt’ring fword, rufh furious to the field. 
* Ye mufes ! now unlock ycur facred fpring ; Bzi 
Jnfpire your bard, and teach him how to fing 
What mighty heroes led the martial train. 

And what embattled armies fpread the plain : 
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The Latian chiefs, ye goddefTes l declare, 825 

And the dire progrefs of the vvafteful war ; * 

You know, and can record the powers who came. 
Which we learn only from the voice of fame. 

Mezentius fir ft* who fcorn’d th’ immortal pow’rs. 
Conducts his armies from the Tufcan fhores. 830 
Him follow’d Laufus, flulh’d with youthful fire, 

A fon, whofe Ihining virtues might require 
A happier throne, and far a better fire 1 
He tam’d the deed, and urg’d the generous chace. 

And none but Turnus match’d his blooming face: 835 
He led from fair Agylia to the plain 
A thoufand warriors, but he led in vain 1 
Great Aventinus, great Alcides’ fon. 

Wore the proud trophy that his father won : 

A hundred ferpents round his buckler roll’d, 840 
And Hydra hifs’d from all her heads, in gold. 

Frefti wreaths of palm his lofty chariot crown’d. 

And fierce he lafh’d his fiery couriers round. 

When great Alcides from Geryon flain 

Return’d triumphant to the Latian plain ; 845 

And the brave vidor, fafe in thefe abodes. 

Cool’d his Hefperian herds in Tyber’s floods ; 

He won in {hades the beauteous Rhea’s grace. 

And this bold hero crown’d his iirong embrace. 

Born in mount Aventine’s fequefler’d wood; 850 
The mortal mother mingling with the god. 

His valiant troops long Sabine javelins bear. 

And arm’d with fleely piles, provoke the war. 



*$S PITf’s POEMS* 

He ftalk’d before his hoir ; and wide difpread, 

A lion’s teeth.' grinn’d horrid o’er his head: 

Then fought the palace in this flrange attire. 

And look’d as Hern and dreadful as his fire. 

Froth Tibur, Coras and Catillus came* 

Tibur, the town that took their brother’s name. 
Brave youths ! who led the martial Argive train. 
And rufh’d the foremofl to th’ embattled plain. 

So two fierce centaurs of the cloud-born race, 

Rufh furious down the frozen hills of Thrace ; 

The groves give way, the crackling woods refound 
And trampled forefts fpread their ruins wide around. 

Next mighty Cceculus to battle flies. 

Who bade the tow’rs of proud Praenefie rife : 

Found on the hearth, amid the glowing fire ; 

The nations deem’d great Mulciber his fire* 

A hofl of warriors to the field he led. 

The hardy fwains that fair Pr&nefle bred. 

Or Gabii fent where Juno’s temple rofe ; 

The troops who dwell where chilling Anio flows* 
With thofe who drink old Amafenus’ flre-am. 

Or from the walls of rich Anagnia came. 

Not all with arms are furnifh’d for the war. 

Nor grafp the fhicld, nor whirl the rapid car* 

But moll from flings a florin of bullets throw. 

And leaden deaths deflrov the dillant foe. 

Some in their hands two pointed javelins bore, 

And fpoiis of wolves for glitt’ring helmets wore ; 
The left foot bare, they boldly rufh to fight. 

But a tough hide, unfeafon’d, fheaths the right. 
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Next Neptune’s fon, the brave Meftapus came, 
Exempt from fteel, and facred from the flame* 885 
To long negle&ed wars he fir’d his train. 

And urg’d his troops to fhine in arms again. 

From the Flavinian and Fefcennian coaft i 

At his command advance th’ embody’d hoft : > 

With the Falifcan band, who pureft juftice boa ft. 890 J 
Thofe who on high S Oracle’s tovv’rs refide. 

Or dwell by Ciminus’ expanded tide, 

Or o’er the rough afpiring mountain rove. 

Or haunt divine Feronia’s fhady grove : 

All march, embattled in array, and fing 895 

The martial glories of their godlike king* 

So from the £fhy floods, a fnowy train 
Of fvvans embody’d wing th’ aerial plain ; 

Stretch their long necks o’er Afms’ cryftal fpring. 

And the refponflve fhores and echoing waters ring. 900 
Not one, who heard the loud confus’d alarms. 

Had thought this noify train a hoft in arms. 

But fome huge cloud of clamorous fowls, who foar 
Among the cliffs, and fcream around the fhore. 

Lo l next brave Claufus leads his troops along; 965 
From the old Sabine race the warrior fprung : 

With a vaft hoft, a fhot himielf, he came. 

The firft great father of the Claudian name * 

That fpread through Latium, when, the line to grace, 
Rome fhar’d her empire with the Sabine race. 910 
The ancient Cures march at his commands. 

And a large force from Amiternian lands. 

With 
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With thofe who dwell where full Velinus rims* 

Or where Nomen turn boafls her martial ions. 

Or old Eretum Hretch'd her utmoft bound, pi $ 

And rich Mutufca fmlles, with olives crown’d ; 

Or where fteep Tetrica's rough rocks anfe, 

Or proud Severus tow’rs amid the tides. 

Where, with fair Foruli Cafperia Hands, 

And clear Himclla boats the fruitful lands, 920 

Where gentle Fabaris ferenely glides, 

Whofe breams augment imperial Tyber’s tides: 

Where, near cold Nurfia, beauteous Oita Hood, 

And mournful Allia rolls her fatal Hood. 

Thick fhines with moving troops the blazing plain, 925 
Thick, as the billows on the Hormy main ; 

Thick as the ripen’d harveHs are beheld. 

That nod and wave along the golden field* 

The bucklers ring, the clalhing arms refound ; 

Beneath their footHeps groans the trembling gruund.930 
Then Agamemnon’s ion, Helefus came. 

By birth a foe to all the Trojan name ; 

He yok’d his fiery couriers to the car. 

And with a thoufand foldiers rufh’d to war, 

From where on mountains live th’ Auruntian line, 935 
Where maffic hills produce the generous wine 5 
Warriors, who dwell along the roaring lea. 

Or from the walls of Calcs took their way : 

With thofe who drm& A' ulturnus’ fhoaly flood. 

The rough Saticulan and Ofcan Hood. 940 

Short, pointed javelins, faften’d by a bring. 

With fatal force the dext’rous artibs fling : 


Light 
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Light fhields of feafon’d hide aloft they bear. 

And, arm’d with bending fwords, provoke the war. 
Nor thou, unfung, brave Oebalus 1 {halt pafs, 945 
The nymph Sebethis’ fon, of Telo’s race. 

While pleafing Caprsea own’d his father’s fway. 

And the Teleboan realms his nod obey ; 

The fon, far more ambitious, ftretch’d his reign 
O’er thofe rich towns, where Samo bathes the plain. 950 
Now to the fight he leads his warlike pow’rs 
From ancient Batulum, and Rufa’s tow’rs. 

From where, her blooming fruits Abella crown. 

And old Celenna fpreads her fpacious down. 

Thefe, like the rough Teutonic warriors, threw 955 
Huge fpears with barbs, that wing’d with daughter flew. 
Light cafques of cork around their heads they wore. 
And brazen fwords, and brazen bucklers bore. 

Thee too, bold Ufens, to the dire alarms. 

Cold Nurfla fent a chief renown’d in arms. 960 

Her fierce rough Ions through forefis bound away. 

And o’er wild mountains chace the panting prey. 

In arms the natives turn the frozen foil. 

Make war a fport, and fly upon the fpoil. 

Umbro, the brave Marrubian prieft, was there, 965 
Sent by the Mar flan monarch to the war. 

The fmiling olive with her verdant boughs 
Shades his bright helmet, and adorns his brows. 

His charms, in peace the furious ferpent keep. 

And lull th’ envenom’d viper’s race to deep ; 970 

His healing hand allay’d the raging pain ; 

And at his touch the poifons fled again, 
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But yet he fail’d to cure, with all his art. 

The wound infli&ed by the Trojan dart 1 
Nor all his charms, nor potent herbs that grow 975 
On Marlian mountains, could prevent the blow l 
For thee, wide echoing figh’d th’ Angitian woods 5 
For thee, in murmurs wept thy native floods l 
Next, brave Hippolytus I thy beauteous heir. 

The lonely Virbius mingled in the war. 980 

In the dark woods by fair Egeria bred. 

His troops the youth from old Aricia led : 

Wheie, on the Ihore, Diana’s altar flood, 

(But now unftain’d with offer’d human blood ;) 

For when Hippolytus, as records tell, 985; 

By his fierce Aep-dame’s arts and vengeance fell. 
Chas’d by his father’s curfes to the fhore. 

The haplefs youth the flartled courfers tore ; 

By iEfculapius’ fkill and Dian’s care 

The chief reviv’d and breath’d ethereal air. 993 

But Jove incens’d, a mortal to furvey. 

From the Tartarean {hades reftor’d to day, 

Great Phoebus’ fon, the godlike artiff, hurl’d, 
Transfixt with thunder, to the nether world : 

But Dian hid the youth in groves, and there 995 
Confign’d her darling to Egeria ’s care. 

There, in the forefis, with the facred*€ame 
He paff his days, and Virbius was his name. 

For tills, th’ unhallow’d fieed mufi fill! remove 
From Dian’s fane and confecrated grove : iooo 

Since the mad horfes flartled as they flew. 

And on the ground their mangled mailer threw. 


Yet 
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Yet Ms brave offspring drove the thund’ring car. 

And lafh’d his fiery couriers to the war. 

Bold Turnus in the front, fupremely tall, 1 005 
Sheath’d in refulgent arms, outfhines them all ; 

High on his helm a triple plume was rais’d. 

And on his crefl the dire chimera blaz’d : 

From her wide jaws the horrid fiend expires 
A dreadful length of fires fucceeding fires. xoio 

When the loud voice of daughter rends the ikies. 

And the full horrors of the battle rife. 

She glows, fhe lightens, as the warrior turns ; 

She flames with rage ; and the whole monger burns. 
Chang’d to an heifer in the flowery field, 1015 

The beauteous lo charg’d the fhining fhield* 

Here flood her * guard ; and there her f father roll’d 
His fwelling furges through the figur’d gold. 

A cloud of foot fucceeds ; a mighty train. 

With fpears, and ihields ; and armies hide the plain. 102a 
The pow’rs from Argive and Aururitian lands 
Mix’d with the ancient bold Sicanian bands. 

With painted Ihields the brave Labici came 
And Sacran forces to the field of fame ; 

With thofe who till Numicus’ fair abodes, 1025 

Or dwell where Tyber views his riling woods : 

Or where the rough Rutulians turn the ground. 

And the fleep hills of Circe flretch around : 

Where fair Feronia boafls her flately grove. 

And Anxur glories in her guardian Jove: 1030 

* Argus. f Inachus, a river god. 
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Where Aands the Pontine lake, and o’er the plain* 

Cold Ufens’ ftream heals gently to the main, 

Laft with her martial troops, all fheath’d in brafs, 
Camilla came, a queen of Volfcian race. 

Nor were the web or loom the virgin’s care, 1035 
But arms and courfers, and the toils of war. 

She led the rapid race, and left behind. 

The flagging floods, and pinions of the wind : 

Lightly fhe flies along the level plain. 

Nor hurts the tender grafs, nor bends the golden grain ; 
Or o’er the fwelhng furge fufpended fweeps, 1041 
And fmoothly fkims, unbath’d, along the deeps. 

Prom the difpeopled towns and Adds repair 
Men, matrons, maids and youths, to view the fair : 
The crowds all gaze with tranfport, to furvey 1045 
Loofe in the winds, her purple garments play. 

Her polifh’d bow, her quiver’s gaudy pride 
With arrows ftor’d, and glittering at her fide : 

Her Aiming javelin, wondering they behold. 

And her fair treffes bound with clafps of gold. 1050 


End of the Seventh Book. 
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ARGUMENT. 

The war being now begun, both the generals make all 
poffible preparations. Turnus fends to Diomedes ; 
iEneas goes in perfon to beg fuccours from Evander, 
and the Tufcans. Evander receives him kindly, fur- 
nifties hhn with men, and fends his fon Pallas with 
him. Vulcan, at the requell of Venus, makes arms 
for her fon JEneas, and draws on his ihield the moll 
memorable adlions of his poilerity. 
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N O W Turaus rous'd all Latium with alarms 
To mount the fiery deeds and fly to arms $ 

Fixt on LaurentunTs tow’rs, fublime in air, 

*Kis dandard wav’d, the fignal of the war *: 

And the loud trumpets, heard from far, excite § 
The generous youth, and call them to the fight. 
Confederate pow’rs confpire, the war to wage ; 

And the mad nations breathe revenge and rage. 

Their armies Ufens and MefTapus guide. 

With proud Mezentius who the gods defyM. 10 

From the fufpended plough they drag the fwains. 

And for the war difpeopled all the plains. 

To Arpi next fage Venulus they fped 
To beg the aid of royal Diomed ; 

And charge the hoary envoy to inform 1 5 

The martial monai ch of the riling fiorm ; 

That Troy’s proud navy rides in Tyber’s floods; 
iEneas here lias fixt his vanquifh’d gods ; 

And vaunts himfelf the prince, ordain’d by fate 
To fway the iceptre of th’ Hefpcrian date ; 20 

The nations own his caufe, his right proclaim. 

And Latium echoes with his growing fame ; 
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That befb himfelf could judge, who knew the foe. 
From fuch a war what dread effe&s may flow ; 

What is his mighty aim, his proud intent ; 

And, fhould he conquer, what the dire event. 

Was left for him to weigh ; whofe Hate and throne. 
And fortunes, flood endanger'd like their qwn. 

All this the Trojan chief beheld, opprefl 
With cares that roll’d tumultuous in his breaft. 

A thoufand thoughts his wavering foul divide. 

That turns each way, and points to every fide. 

So from a brazen vafe the trembling flream 
Refle&s the lunar, or the folar beam : 

Swift and elufive of the dazzled eyes. 

From wall to wall the dancing glory flies : 

Thence to the deling {hoot the glancing rays. 

And o’er the roof the quivering fplendor plays. 

’Twas night — and, weary with the toils of day. 

In foft repofe the whole creation lay ; 

And lafl the Trojan prince, opprefl with care 
On the dire profped of th’ approaching war. 

Sunk, and in balmy {lumbers clos’d his eyes ; 

His couch the bank ; his canopy the ikies. 

When, flow-emerging through the poplar wood, 45 
Rofe the majeftic father of the flood, 

Tyber, the guardian god, in open view; 

A fea-green mantle round his Ihoulders flew ; 

A wreath of reeds adorn’d his hoary head. 

And, to relieve his forrows, thus he faid : 50 

O long-expe&ed on our blefl abodes. 

Great chief, the true deicendant of the gods ! 


Whofe 
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Whofe conduct brings thy refcu’d Troy once more 
To rife immortal on our Latian fhore ; 

Proceed, and conquer, prince ! nor yield to fear; 55 
Here lies thy fated home, thy Ilion here* 

Go ! — meet the threatening war ; thy cares are vain*. 
The gods relent, and heav’n grows mild again. 

Nor think, an airy vifion of the night, 

A tranfient empty dream deludes thy fight. 60 

Soon thou fiialt view, beneath an oak reclin’d, 

A large white mother of the brlftly kind. 

With her white numerous brood of thirty young. 

Who drain her udders as fhe lies along. 

There, there, thy town, great hero, fhall afcend, 65 
There all thy labours, all thy woes dial! end. 

Heav’n, by this fign, ordains thy royal fon. 

When thirty years in full fucceffion run. 

Shall build a city of diHingmfh/d fame. 

Which from this omen fhall derive her name. 70 
But to fucceed, purfue what I advife ; 

Go, make th’ Arcadian tribes thy firm allies. 

The race, that own’d of old great Pallas’ fway. 

Hither beneath Evander bent their way ; 

Then rais’d their walls on the tall mountain’s crown ; 75 
And Pallas’ name adorn’d the rifing town. 

But foon the Latian race in arms appear ; . 

And with the Grangers wage a dreadful war* 

Go, join their forces, and their aid implore. 

And fear the gath’ring hofiile train no more. 80 

Rife, fon of Venus* rife, employ thy oars ; 

Our felf will guide thee to the friendly ihores. 


Soon 
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Soon as the day {hall dawn, thy gifts prepare. 

And vanquilh heav’n’s revengeful queen with pray’r. 
Crown’d, with fuccefs, and all thy foes o’er-aw’d, 85 
Difcharge to me the honours of a god. 

To me the fire of this immortal flood ; 

For know, old Tyber hands before thine eyes. 

Ador’d on earth, and reverenc’d in the ikies. 

I lead, in peaceful pomp, my humid train go 

Along thefe banks, and bathe the fruitful plain : 

And on our fides a city fhall be feen ; 

Our glorious feat ; the woild’s majehic queen l 
The god then plung’d beneath his oozy bed ; 

And with the night the hero’s dumber fled. 95 

He rofe, and ftrait his joyful eyes furvey 
The purple fplendors of the dawning day ; 

Then water in his palm devoutly took. 

Rais’d to the ikies, and thus with tranfport fpoke : 

Ye nymphs, Laurentian nymphs ! from whofe fupplies 
And watery flores the fwelling rivers rife; 101 

And thou,, old Tyber 1 my propitious guide. 

Receive iEneas on thy facred tide ; 

From every ill defend him, as he goes. 

And look with pity on his endlefs woes. 105 

Then from whatever fource thy fir earns furvey 
The golden light, and murmuring fpring to day ; 

O thou, the greatek of the wat’ry gods, 

Majefdc prince of all th 5 Helper! an floods ! 

Still to thy name due honours will I nay, 1 10 

And gifts unoeafmg on thy altars lay. 
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But oh. ! be prefent with thy aid divine, 

Difplay, and then confirm the promis’d %n. 

He faid, then arm’d his Trojans, and fupply’d 
Two barks with oars, to ftem the yellow tide. i 
When lo ! the promis’d omen was dilplay’d ; 

The large white dam lay ftretch’d along the Aiade, 
With all her fnowy young, in open view ; 

Whom, with her brood, the prince to Juno flew. 

Now while the fliips with equal ibokes they row’d, 12a 
All night old Tyber calm’d his fwelling flood. 

The numbering A reams no mingling murmurs make. 
Smooth, as the glafly level of the lake. 

With joyful fliouts the fable gallies glide, 

Eafy and light, along the floating tide. 125 

Surpris’d, the fore ft s and the floods beheld 
Blight arms and veflels on the wat’ry field. 

All night, all day, they ply their bufy oars 
Along the mazes of the winding ihores. 

And gently move beneath the waving fccne 13Q 

Of groves, that paint the checquer’d floods with green. 

Now had the fun’s bright courfers whirl’d on high 
His fiery chariot to the mid-day fky : 

When lo 1 the diftant tow’rs the train defcries ; 

And walls and intermingled houfes rife ; 135 

Evander’s homely ftate — where now appears 
Immortal Rome, advanc’d above the flats ! 

Thither they turn the prow without delay. 

And to the city bend their eager way. 

Before the town, within the gloomy woods, 14a 
To great AIcMes and the favouring gods. 


k 
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It chanc’d, that day, th’ Arcadian monarch paid 
A folemn offering in the fecret ffade. 

Pallas his fon, the rural fenate round. 

And the chief youths the darning altars crown’d : 145 

With fuming incenfe in their hands they flood. 

And the red pavement bluff’d with facred blood. 

Soon as they faw the ffips in filence move. 

And ffine between the openings of the grove ; 

A hidden dread drikes cold through every bread ; 150 
They dart, they rife, and leave th’ unfiniff’d fead. 
But Pallas bids the gueds the rite purfue. 

Then fnatch’d a javelin, and impetuous flew— 

Refolve me, dranger, (from a point he calls) 

Who, whence you are, and why approach our walls ? 155 
What urg’d your voyage to thefe ffores, declare ? 
Speak, fpeak your bufinefs — bring you peace or war ? 

High on the dern the Trojan heio dands. 

And held a branch of olive in his hands. 

Behold, he cries, the far-fam’d fons of Troy 160 
Thefe fwords againd the Latians we employ ; 

The perjur’d Latians ; whofe unjud alarms 
Force us to fly to great Evander’s arms. 

Go, tell your king, the Dardan chiefs appear. 

And beg his potent fuccour in the war. 165 

Whoe’er thou art, approach, he cries with joy, 

( All fir’d to hear the glorious name of Troy ;) 

To my great father be thy fuit addred. 

And grace our mandons as a friend and gued. 

With that he gave the Dardan prince his hand, 170 
And led the godlike hero from the drand ; 


Then 
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Then to the facred grove their way they took ; 

And thus the Trojan to the monarch fpoke : 

Bell of the Greeks l to whom devoid of fear, 
Confeun’d by fate, thefe types of peace 1 bear. 175 
Though from Arcadia’s hoiHle bounds you came, 
Ally’d to both the kings of Atreus’ name. 

Yet hither did thy fame my Heps incline, j 

My own fix t choice, heav’n’s oracles divine ; £ 

And the mixt glories of our kindred line. 180 J 

For know we both from mighty Atlas trace. 

Who props th’ ethereal fpheres, our ancient race. 

Our father Dardanus, a glorious name. 

From his fam’d daughter, fair Ele&ra, came. 

His beauteous Maia, on Cyllene’s height, 1 85 

Difclos’d your fire, great Mercury, to light. 

Thus from that common fource divided run 
Our facred lines, as firft they met in one. 

Rais’d by thefe hopes all caution I difown, 1 

And fent no envoys to addrefs thy throne, 190 > 
But came unguarded, fearlefs, and alone. J 

Our Daunian foes, with equal rage, deftroy 
Your fufPring fubje&s and the Tons of Troy; 

And hope, if they expel the Dardan train. 

From fea to fea to propagate their reign. 195 

Then in a league let either nation join. 

For know, our Trojans are a martial line. 

Valiant and bold, and feafon’d to alarms. 

True to their leagues, and exercis’d in arms l 

Thus he— the monarch roll’d his eager eyes 20a 
O’er his majeftic form, and thus replies ; 


On 
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On all thy features how I dwell with joy : 

Welcome, thrice welcome, glorious prince of Troy \ - 
How in thy face, my ancient friend I fee l 
jtechifes looks, and lives, and fpeaks in thee ! 

Well I recall great Priam’s flately port. 

Whence once he fought his * royal filler’s court 
On Salaminian fhores, with all his train ; 

And took his way through our Arcadian plain. 

'f’hen, but a youth, I gas’d the Grangers o’er. 

And much admir’d the chiefs, their monarch more ; 
But moil Anchifes ; for, fupremely tall. 

Thy graceful godlike fire outihln’d them all. 

Eager I long’d in friendfhip’s facred bands 

To hold the chief, and join our plighted hands, 215 

Ted him to Pheneus’ ancient walls, careH 

Th’ illuftrious prince, and claim’d him for my guefl. 

On me, at parting, generous he bellow’d 

Two golden bridles, that refulgent glow’d, 

(A glorious prefent by my fon poffefl,) 220 

With a rich quiver and embroider’d veil. 

The peace you afk, we give ; our friendfhip plight. 
And, foon as morn reveals the purple light. 

With our confederate troops, a martial train. 

Safe I’ll difmifs thee from thefe walls again. 225 
Now, iince as friends you honour our abode, 

Afhft> and pay due offerings to the god. 

With u$ purfue the folemn annual feafis. 

And from this hour commence our conflant guefis. 
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He faid ; the bowls replac’d in open view. 

The joyful train the holy rites renew ; 

The hoary king difpos’d his guefts around. 

And plac’d the Trojans on the verdant ground/ 
But for their prince an ample couch was fpread ; 
A lion’s fpoils adorn’d the rural bed. 

Now brought the chofen youths and priefls again 
The facred banquet to the Granger train ; 
Difpens’d from canifters the bread around. 

And with the foaming wine the goblets crown’d ; 
The Dardan prince and every Trojan gueft. 
Reclin’d at eafe, partake the folemn feaiL 
But when the rage of craving hunger fled. 

Thus to the chief the hoary monarch faid : 

’Tis not for nought we pay thefe rites divine 
To great Alcides’ ever-honour’d fhrine ; 

Our vvorfhip fprings from gratitude fmcere. 

Not heady zeal, nor fuperftitious fear ; 

Nor are our tribes by blind devotion aw’d ; 

But, fav’d by Hercules, adore the god. 

For lo ! in air yon hanging rock behold ! 

See heaps on heaps, on ruins ruins roll’d l 
See yon huge cavern, yawning-wide around ! 


23a 


235 


24© 


245 


256 


Where Hill the fhatter’d mountain fpreads the ground. 
That fpacious hold, grim Cacus once pofiTefl, 
Tremendous fiend l half human, half a bead! 251 
Deep, deep as hell, the difmal dungeon lay. 

Bark and impervious to the beams of day. 

With copious daughter fmok’d the purple floor; 

Pale heads hung horrid on the lofty door, ( 

Dreadful to view ! and dropp’d with crimfon gore.260 3 


The 
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The fiend from V ulcan fprung ; and, like his fire^ 
The mighty monfter breath’d a fbrm of fire. 

So fierce he rag’d ; till time at length bellow’d 
The prefence, aid, and vengeance of a god. 

For now Alcides left the realms of Spain, 

Proud of the fpoils of huge Geryon flain. 

To thefe fair fhores the bellowing droves he led ; 
Along the banks and flow’ry vales they fed. 

The fiend refolves to bear the prize away 
By fraud or force ; and meditates the prey. 

Four beauteous heifers, four fair bulls he took. 
Inclos’d and lodg’d them in the gloomy rock ; 

But by their tails the toggling prey he drew. 
And thought to puzzle the deluded view. 

The turning tracks, inverted, where they tread. 
Back from the monger’s darkfome cavern led. 
Mean time the mighty drove the hero leads 
To frelher paftures, and untrampled meads. 

The parting herds fpread wide, and roar around ; 
Fields, woods and hills, rebellow to the found. 
When lo ! a heifer heard her love complain. 

And roar’d refponfive from the cave again ; 

From vault to vault the found in thunder flew. 
And the dete&ed fraud appear’d in view. 

Alcides feiz’d his’ arms, inflam’d with ire. 

Rage in his looks, and all his foul on fire ; 

Fierce in his hands the pon’drous club he fliook. 
And, mad for vengeance* mounts th s aerial rock. 
Then, firfl: appall’d, the monfler we defcry. 
Heath in his cheek, and horror in his eye. 
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Swift as the wind, with terror wing’d, he fled. 

And m the gloomy cavern plung’d his head. 

The pond’rous rock, impenetrably ftrong, 

O11 folid hinges by his father hung, 

To guard the dreadful dungeon, down he'drew: 295 
The fhatter’d chains and burking barriers flew* 

Scarce had the fiend let down th’ enormous weight. 
When fierce the god came thund’iing to the gate. 

He gnafh’d his teeth with rage, the pafles try’d. 

And roll’d his eager eyes on every fide; 30© 

Now here, now there, a fiery glance he threw. 

And thrice, impetuous, round the mountain flew; 
Thrice drove to Aorm the mafiy gates in vain ; 

And thrice, o’erfpent, fat panting on the plain. 

A pointed rock behind the cavern flood, 305 

That to the left frown’d dreadful o’er the flood. 

Black, rough, and vafl ; a pile of wond’rous height, 

A folemn haunt for every bird of night. 

This, from the right, the god incumbent fhook ; 

Fierce from the folid bafe he heav’d the rock, 3 10 
Then pufli’d con vul five with a frightful peal. 

The fmoking fieep rolls thund’ring down the vale. 

To the loud din, earth, air and heav’n reply ; 

The banks fiart wide ; and back the furges fly* 

Expos’d to fight the monfler’s dungeon lay, 3 2 3 

And the huge cave flew open to the day. 

So, if the bolts of Jove fhould burfi the ground. 

And opening earth difclofe the vafl profound. 

The folemn fecrets of the dark abodes. 

Hell’s dreadful regions, dreadful ev ? n to gods; 32Q 
Vol, LI II. N Full 
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Full on the black abyfs the beams would play. 

And the pale ghofls Hart at the flafh of day : 

As pale (his dungeon dorm’d) with wild affright. 
Glares the dire fiend, furpris’d in open light. 

He roars aloud, while thundering from above, 325 
Full on the foe the furious hero drove. 

With every vengeful infirument in view. 

Whole trunks of trees and broken rocks he threw* 

Now round the cavern, in defpair of flight, 

'Th’ enormous moniler breathes a fudden night ; 330 

To blind or blafl his mighty foe, expires 
Thick clouds of fmoke, and all his father’s fires. 

With that the vengeful god in fury grew. 

And headlong through the burning temped flew. 

Fierce on the fiend, through difling fumes he came, 335 
Through dreams of fmoke and deluges of flame ; 
There, while in vain he breath’d the fires around. 

His trembling prize the great Alcides found ; 

Limb lock’d in limb, from earth his feet he rends. 
And on the ground his mondrous bulk extends ; 340 

Strangled the draggling foe with matchlefs might. 

And from their caverns tore the balls of fight. 

Thus the huge fiend, exhauded, breathlefs, tir’d. 
Loud bellowing, in th’ Herculean grafp expir’d. 

The god then burd the gates ; and open lie 345 
The den’s vad depths, all naked to the iky. 

Th’ expanded caves difiniff th’ imprifon’d prey. 

From the black darkfome dungeon to the day. 

Forth by the feet the crowds the mender drew ; 

On his huge fize they fead their eager view ; 


350 
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His (baggy limbs, bis dreadful eyes admire. 

And gaping throat, that breath’d infernal fire. 

From that bleft hour th’ Arcadian tribes beflow’d. 
Thefe folemn honours on their guardian god. 

Potitius full, his gratitude to prove, 355 

Ador’d Alcidcs in the fiiady grove ; 

And, with the old Pinarian facred line, 

Thefe altars rais'd, and paid the rites divine* 

Rites, which our fons for ever (hall maintain 5 

And ever facred (hall the grove remain. 360 

Come then, with us to great Alcides pray. 

And crow 11 your heads, and lolemnize the day. 

Invoke our common god with hymns divine. 

And from the goblet pour the generous wine. 

Pie faid, and with the poplar’s facred boughs, 3 65 
Like great Alcides, binds his hoary brows ; 

Rais’d the crown’d goblet high, in open view : 

With him, the guefls the holy rite purfue, > 

And on the board the rich libation threw. 1 

Now fioin befoie the riling (hades of night, 370 
Roll’d down the deep of heav’n, the beamy light. 

Clad in the fleecy fpoils of fhcep, proceed 
The holy priefis ; Potitius at their head. 

With flaming brands and offerings, march the train. 
And bid the hallow’d altars blaze again ; 375 

With care the copious viands they difpofe ; 

And for their guefb a fecond banquet rofe. 

The fires curl high ; the Salii dance around 
To facred fbains, with fiiady poplars crown’d. 

Nz 
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The quires of old and young, in lofty lays, 3 80 

Refound great Hercules’ immortal praife. 

How fird, his infant hands the fnakes o’er threw. 

That Juno fent; and the dire mongers dew. 

What mighty cities next his arms dedroy, 

Th’ Oechalian walls, and dately tow’rs of Troy. 3 85 
The thoufand labours of the hero’s hands. 

Enjoin’d by proud Eurydheus’ Hern commands. 

And Jove’s revengeful queen. Thy matchlefs might . 
O’ercame the cloud-born Centaurs in the fight ; 
Hylaeus, Pholus funk beneath thy feet, 390 

And the grim bull, whofe rage difpeopled Crete. 
Beneath thy arm the Nemean monfter fell ; 

Thy arm with terror fill’d the realms of hell ; 

Ev’n hell’s grim porter fliook with dire difmay. 

Shrunk back, and trembled o’er his mangled prey. 395 
No fhapes of danger could thy foul affright ; 

Nor huge Typhceus, towering to the fight. 

Nor Lerna’s fiend thy courage could confound. 

With all her hundred heads, that hifs’d around. 

Hail mighty chief, advanc’d to heaven’s abodes ! 400 
Hail fon of Jove ; a god among the gods 1 
Be prefent to the vows thy fuppliauts pay. 

And with a fmile thefe grateful rites furvey. 

Thus they — but Cacus’ cavern crowns the drain. 
Where the grim monder breath’d his flames in vain. 
To the glad fong, the vales, the woods rebound, 406 
The lofty hills reply, and echo to the found. 

The facred rites complete, the numerous train 
Back to the city bend their cqurfe again. 

Trembling 
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Trembling* with age, flow moves the monarch on, 410 
Between the hero and his blooming fon. 

They pafs with pleafure the remains of day 
In various eonverfe, that beguiles the way. 

Around th’ illuftrious ftranger darts his fight. 

And views each place with wonder and delight: 415 
Curious each ancient monument furveys. 

And alks of every work of ancient days. 

Half funk in ruins, and by age o’erctoe— 

When thus, the founder of majeflic Rome : 

Know, mighty prince, thefe venerable woods, 420 
Of old, were haunted by the filvan gods. 

And favage tribes, a rugged race who took 
Their birth primeval from the flubborn oak. 

No laws, no manners form’d the barbarous race : 

But wild, the natives rov’d from place to place ; 425 

Untaught and rough, improvident of gain. 

They heap’d no wealth, nor turn’d the fruitful plain. 
Their food, the favage fruits the forefts yield. 

Or hunted game, the fortune of the field. 

Till Saturn fled before vidorious Jove, 430 

Driv’n down and banifh’d from the realms above. 

He by juft laws embody’d all the train. 

Who roam’d the hills, and drew them to the plain ; 
There fixt ; and Latium call’d the new abode, 

Whofe friendly fhores conceal’d the latent god. 435 
Thefe realms in peace the monarch long controlled. 
And blefl: the nations with an age of gold. 

A fecond age fucceeds, but darker far, 

Dimm’d by the lull of gain, and rage of war, 

N 3 
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Then the Sicanians and Aufonians came. 

And Saturn’s realm alternate chang’d her name. 
Suceefllce tyrants rul’d die Lallan plain; 

Then ilcm, huge Tybris held his cruel reign. 

The mighty Hoed dial bathes the fruitful coak. 
Receiv'd his name, and Aibula was loll. 

I came the lad, through Ho. my oceans dri/n 
From my o\\ n kingdom by the hand of heav’n. 

My mother goddefs and Apollo bore 
My courfe at length to this aufpicious fhore. 

Tliis laid, the prince the gate and altar ihows, 450 
That to his parent, great Carmenta, rofe ; 

Whole voice foretold, the foils of Troy fhould crown 
With everlafling fame the riling town. 

Here, Pan, beneath the rocks thy temple Hood; 
There, the renown’d afyium, in the wood. 455 

Now points the monarch, where by vengeful Heel, 

Kis murder’d guefi, poor, haplefs Argus fell 1 
Nevt, to the Capitol their courfe they hold. 

Then roof d with reeds, but blazing now with gold. 
Ev’n then her aweful Hindi? ty appear'd; 463 

The Hvains the local majcHy rever’d. 

All pale with facred hoi ror, they furvey’d 
The fo'emn mountain and the reverend (hade. 

Some god, the monarch Rid, feme latent god 
Dwells in that gloom, and haunts die frowning wood. 46 5 
Oft our Arcadians deem, their wondering eyes 
Have feen great Jove, dread foverdgn of the Ikies; 
High o’er their heads, the god his aegis held. 

And blacken’d heaven with clouds, and fhook th’ im- 
moi tai Hucld ! 

ia 
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£n ruins there, two mighty towns, behold, 470 

Rais’d by our fires; huge monuments of old! 

Janas’ and Saturn’s name they proudly bore. 

Their two great founders I — but are now no more ! 

Thus they convert on works of ancient fame. 

Till to the monarch’s humble courts they came ; 47 J 

There oxen ltalk’d, where palaces are rais’d. 

And bellowing herds in the proud Forum grazed. 

Lo ! faid the good old king, this poor abode 
Receiv’d great Hercules, the victor god 1 
Thou too, as nobly, raife thy foul above 48Q 

All pomps, and emulate the feed of Jove. 

With that the hero’s hands the monaich prefl. 

And to the maxifion led his godlike guek, 

Tiicie on a bear’s rough ipoils his limbs he laid. 

And {welling foliage heap’d the homely bed. 485 
Now aweful night her folemn darknefs brings. 

And Fretches o’er the world her dufky wings ; 

When Venn*, (trembling at the dire alarms 
Of hoiiiic Latiam, and her Tons in arms,) 

In thofe fiill moments, thus to Vulcan faid, ^90 

Reclin’d and leaning on the golden bed ; 

(Her thrilling words her melting confort move. 

And every accent fans the flames of love;) 

When cruel Greece and unreleming fate 
Codpir’d to fink in dull the Trojan Fate, 49 j 

As I lion’s doom was feal’d, I ne’er implor’d. 

In thofe long wars, the labours of my lord ; 

Nor urg’d my dear, dear confort to impart, 
for a IoF empire,* his immortal aits 
N4 
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Though Priam’s royal offspring claim’d my care, 500 
Though much I forrcw’d for my godlike heir. 

Now as the chief, by Jove’s fupreme command. 

Has reach’d at length the defin’d Latian land ; 

To thee, my guardian poiv’r, for aid 1 run; 

A goddefs begs ; a inoihei for her fon. 505 

Oh ! guard the hero from thefe dire alarms. 

Forge, for the chief, impenetrable arms. 

See, what proud cities every hand employ. 

To arm new hods again# the fons of Troy ; 

On me and all my people, from afar 5*0 

See what alfembled nations pour to war ! 

Yet not in vain her forrows Thetis idled. 

Nor the fair partner of Tithonus’ bed. 

When they implor’d my lord of old to grace 
With arms immortal an inferior race, 

Hear then, nor let thy queen in vain implore 
The gift, thofe goddeffes obtain’d before. 

This faid ; her arm', that match the winter fnows. 
Around her unrefolving lord die throws ; 

When lo ! more rapid than the lightning files , 520 

That gilds with momentary beams the ikies. 

The thrilling dames of love, without control. 

Flew through the footy god, and fir’d his foul. 

With confcious joy her conqued die defery’d ; 

W}ien, by her charms fubdu’d, her lord reply’d : 525 
Why all thefe reafone urg’d, my mind to move ; 
When fuch your beauties, and fo fierce my love l 
Tong dnee, at your requeft, my ready care, 

Jn Troy’s fam’d fields, had arm’d your fon for war* 

Nor 
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Nor did the high decrees of Jove and fate 530 

Doom to fo fwift a fall the Dardan date ; 

Bat, ten years more, old Priam might enjoy 
TV imperial fcepter, and the throne of Troy. 

Yet, if our queen is bent the war to wage. 

Her facred caufe fhall all our art engage. 535 

The nobleft arms our potent ikill can frame. 

With breathing bellows or the forming dame. 

Or polilh’d Reel, refulgent to behold. 

Or mingled metals, damaik’d o’er with gold. 

Shall grace the chief : thy anxious fears give o’er, 540 
And doubt thy intereil in my love no more. 

He fpoke ; and, fir’d with tranfport by her charms, 
Clafp’d the fair geddefs in his eager arms ; 

Then pleas’d, and panting on her bofom lay, 

Sunk in repofe, and all difiblv’d away I 
But rofe refrelh’d, impatient from the bed. 

When half the fiient hours of night were lied ; 

What time the poor laborious frugal dame. 

Who plies the diikifF, flirs the dying fiame; 

Employs her handmaids by the winking light. 

And lengthens out their talk with half the night; 

Thus to her children fhe divides the bread. 

And guards the honours of her homely bed ; 

So to his talk, before the dawn, retires; 

From foft repofe the father of the fires. 

Amid th’ Hefperian and Sicilian Hood 
AH black with fmoke, a rocky Bland Rood, 

The dark Yulcanian land, the region of the god. 

Hw 
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Here the grim cydops ply, in vaults profound. 

The huge Aiolian forge, that thunders round. 560 
Th’ eternal anvils ring, the dungeon o’er ; 

From fide to fide the iiery caverns roar. 

Loud groans the mafc beneath their ponderous blows; 
Fierce burns the flame, and the full furnace glows. 

To this dark region, from the blight abode, 565 
With fpced impetuous flew the flei y god. 

Th’ alternate blows the brawny brethren deal; 

Thick bur A the fparkles from the tortur’d fleel. 

Huge ftrokes, rough Steropes and Brontes gave. 

And flrong Pyracmon fbook the gloomy cave. $yq 
Before their fovereign came, the cyclops ftrove 
-With eager fpecd, to forge a bolt for Jove, 

Such as by heaven’s almighty lord arc hurl’d. 

All charg’d with vengeance, on a guilty world. 
Beneath their hands, ti emendous to furvey l 57$ 
Half rough, half form’d, the dreadful engine lay : 
Three points of rain; three forks of hail confpire; 
Three arm’d with wind ; and three were barb’d with Are, 
The mafls they temper’d thick with livid rays, 

Fear, wrath and terror, and the lightning’s blaze. 5 So 
With equal fpecd, a fccond train prepare 
The rapid chariot for the god of war ; 

The thundVing wheels and axles, that excite 
The madding natipns to the rage of fight. 

Some, in a fringe, the hurniflfd ferpents roll’d 5 85 

Round the dread cegis, bright with Bales of gold ; 

The honid a?gi% great Minerva’s fhield, 

| 7 hen, in her wrath, ihe takes the fatal held. 

All 
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All charg’d with curling fnakes the bofs they rais’d. 
And the grim Gorgon’s head tremendous blaz'd. 590 
In agonizing pains the monfler frown’d. 

And roil'd, in death, her flery eyes around. 

Throw, throw } r our talks afide, the fovereign faid ; 
Arms for a godlike hero mud be made. 

Fly to the work before the dawn of day ; 595 

Your fpced, your flrength, and all your {kill dilplay ! 

Swift as the word, (his ordeis to purfuc) 

To the black labours of the forge they dew ; 

Vaft heaps of Heel in the deep furnace roll’d. 

And babbling dreams of bra is, and floods of melted gold. 

The brethren firll a glorious flrield prepare, 601 
Capacious of the whole Rutulian war. 

Some, orb in orb, the blazing buckler frame ; 

Some with huge bellows ronfe the roaring flame : 

Some in uie dream the biffing metals d own’d ; 605 ^ 
From vault to vault the thani’ring flrokes lebound, v 
And the deep caves 1 ebelic w to t be found. 3 

Exzfc in time each ponder o r In, Rimer plays ; ^ 

In time their arms the giant brethren raife, C 

And turn the glowing nrafs a thou fund ways. 610 3 

Thefe cares employ the father of the fires ; 

Mean time Evander from his couch retires. 

Chill’d by the purple beams of morn away. 

And tuneful birds, that hail’d the dawning day, 

Firfl the warm tunic rouid his limbs he threw ; 615 

Next on his feet the Alining fandals drew. 

Around his flioulders flow’d the panther’s hide. 

And the bright Tword hung glittering at his fide. 

Two 
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Two mighty dogs, domekic at his board, 

(A faithful guard) attend their aged lord. 620 

The promis’d aid revolving in his bread:. 

The careful monarch fought his godlike guek. 

Who with Achates rofe at dawn of day. 

And join'd the king and Pallas on the way. 

Their friendly hands exchang’d, their feats they took 
Amid the hall ; and firk Evander fpoke ; 626 

Great prince, the guardian of the Trojan kate ! 
Who, fafe in thee, defies the frowns of fate ; 

Small is our force, and flender our relief ; 

Far, far unworthy fuch a glorious chief. 630 

For here, old Tyber bounds our lands ; and there 
The kern Rutulians gird our walls with war ; 

Yet to our court kind fortune led thy way ; 

And mighty aids the willing Fates difplay ; 

By me whole nations, in thy caufe ally’d, 635 

Whole hoks in arms fhall gather to thy fide. 

For near thefe walls, amid the Tufcan lands, - 
Seated on rocks, proud Agyllina flands. 

Rais’d by the Lydian tr.-in, fublime in air, 

A martial race, and terrible in war, 640 

For ages Hourifh’d tins dikinguilh’d town ; 

Vak was her wealth, and glorious her renown; 

Till kern Mezentius made her fons obey 
His lawlefs arms, and arbitrary fway. 

What tongue can fuch barbarities record, 645 

Or count the daughters of his ruthlefs fword ? 

Give him, ye gods ! if jukice you regard. 

Give him, and all his race, die due reward ! 


’Twas 
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>Twas not enough, the good, the guiltlefs bled ; 

Still worfe ; he bound the living to the dead. 650 
Thefe, limb to limb, and face to face he join’d, 

(Oh l mondrous crime of unexampled kind !) 

Till choak’d with flench the lingering wretches lay. 
And in the loath’d embraces dy’d away. 

At length, their patience tir’d, his fubjedls rofe, 655 
Befiege the tyrant, and his walls inclofe. 

Subdue his guards, deriroy his friends, and aim 
Full at the icgal towers the vengeful dame ; 

While for defence to Turnus he withdrew. 

And fife, through all the cloud of daughter, dew. 660 
But arm'd by jail revenge, the Tufcan band 
To death the royal fugitive demand. 

At once Etruria fires her martial train. 

And all her fons embattled fpread the plain, 

By me difpos’d, iliall march thefe mighty hods 665 
Beneath thy coudud, from their native coads. 

For now, ev’n now their deets have reach’d the land. 
And tlie tall drips are rang’d along the drand ; 

They wait the lignal, for the fight prepare ; 

But thus a fage retards the moving war ; 6 jo 

£C Y e chofen martial tram, the glorious grace 
** And dower of all our old Mamnian race. 

“ Though, by jud rage infpir’d, your hods are led 
To pour full vengeance on your tyrants’ head, 

** No Lat : an chief thefe armies mull command ; 67 5 

Chufe feme brave general from a foreign land.” 

With that, their forces dop’d in thefe abodes. 

Struck with thL aweful warning of the gods. 


To 
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To me, their chief bold Tarchon fent, before^ 

•The crown, and every type of regal pow’r ; 

Me they requefi: to lead their armies on. 

Accept the fway, and fill the vacant throne. 

But for thefe filver hairs ’tis far too late 
To mix in battles, or the cares of Hate ; 

-Vain were the thoughts, fo great a war to wage; 685 
Too rough the talk for unperforming age ; 

My forr had led them, but his iace with (loo J ; 

Born half a native by the mother's blood. 

But thou, great prince, whofe years and godlike line 
’Stand well approv’d by every pow’r divine, 690 

Go thou ; ‘the high impel ial talk fuflain ; 

Go ; to fare conquefi: lead the vengeful train : 

And let my Pallas by thy fide engage, 

Pallas, the joy of my declining age. 

Beneath fo great a mailer's forming care, 699 

Let the dear youLh learn every work of war ; 

In every field thy matchlefs toils admire, 

And emulate thy deeds, and catch the glorious fire l 
Beneath his flandard rang’d, a chofen force 
I fend, two hundted brave Arcadian horfe ; 700 

And, to fupport the gathering war, my fon 
Shall lead an equal fquadron of his own. 

He faid ; the prince and friend, in cares profound. 
Long fixt their eyes with anguifh on the ground. 

Sad, and drje&ed at the fhort fupply 5 ‘ 705 

Till Venus gave a fitgnal from the fky 5 

Swift from the opening heavens, with aweful found, 

A hidden fplendor broke, and blaz’d around* 


A rol- 
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A rolling general din they heard from far ; 

And the loud Tyrrhene trumpets rend the air. 710 
While thus, amaz’d, they gaze with wondering eyes. 
Peal after peal runs rattling round the ikies. 

At laid bright claihmg arms the train behold. 

That fluih the ikies, and fringe the clouds with gold. 
But loon iEneas knew the loud alarms,’ yij 

The promis’d prefent of immortal arms. 

To me alone, my royal fiiend, he cries. 

This fign belongs, an omen from the ikies. 

My mother promis’d thefe portents in air, 

On the firft opening of the wafteful war; 72a 

To me flic brings, through yon ethereal road, 

Thofe glorious arms, the labour of a god ! 

Oh ! what a gathering {form of daughter {preads 
On yonder hods, and blackens o’er their heads 1 
How (halt thou, Turnus, my full rage deplore! 725 
How iliall thy waves, old Tyber, fmoke with gore. 
When all thy dreams, incumber’d with the fiain. 

Roll rirields, and helms, and heroes to the main ! 

Now let the perjur’d train their arms prepare ; 

‘Since ? th their wifh. I’ll give a loofe to war ! 730 

He laid ; and from the fylvan throne retires ; 

Then on Alcidcs’ altar wakes the fires. 

Glad he returns, the offering to renew. 

And to the houfhoid gods the victims flew. 

To the -fame rites return, with equal joy, 735 

The hoary monarch and the youths of Troy. 

Then to the drips he bends his courfe again. 

There culls the dower of all the warrior train. 

To 
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To wait him to the field ; the reft he fends 

With the glad tidings to his. fon and friends. 74$ 

Smooth o’er the waves the painted veflels glide. 

And with the flream move gently down the tide. 

Steeds are prepar’d to mount the Trojan train. 

And fpeed their progrefs to the Tufcan plain. 

But to their prince a courfer was afiign’d, 745 

Of matchlefs fpirit and fuperior kind. 

The bounding fteed a lion’s fpoils infold. 

With paws dependent, lheath’d in lliining gold. 

Strait through the city flies the loud report 
Of troops advancing to the Tufcan court. 75 0 

The fhrieking matrons weary heav’n with pray’r ; 
Near and more near they view, in wild defpair. 

The horrid image of gigantic war. 

The good old monarch then embrac’d his fon. 

And with a flood of tender tears begun : 7 j 5 

Oh 1 would almighty Jove once more renew 
That vigorous ftrength of youth, which once I knew ; 
When, by this hand, beneath her rocky wall, 

Pnenefte faw her vanquifh’d armies fall ; 

When, vidtor of the field, and crown’d with fame, 760 
With piles of hofiile fhields, I fed the flame. 

And fent great Herilus, of matchlefs might. 

Their martial monarch, to the fhades of night ; 

On whom, defeended from celeflial blood. 

Three lives his goddefs * mother had bellow’d. 765 
Wond’rous to tell ! the warrior thrice was flain. 

As oft reviv’d, and arm’d, and fought again. 

# Feronia. 
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Thrice, though renew’d for fight* the monarch bled* 
And thrice, of all his arms I dripp’d the dead. 

Such were I now— -not all thefe dire alarms, 770 

Dangers, or deaths, fhould tear me from thy arms ; 
Nor had Mezentius thus his daughters Ipread, 

Thus heap’d with wrongs thy father’s aged head ; 

Nor thus unpunifh’d flretch’d his rage abhorr’d 
O’er towns, difpeopled by his wadeful fword. 775 
But hear, ye gods l and heaven’s great ruler, hear. 
With due regard, a king’s and father’s pray’r ! 

My dear, dear Pallas, if the Fates ordain 
Safe to return, and blefs thefe eyes again : 

With age, pain, ficknefs, this one blefiing give ; 780 
On this condition 1 11 endure to live. 

But oh ! if fortune has decreed his doom. 

Now, now, by death, prevent my woes to come ; 
Now, while my hopes and fears uncertain flow ; 

Now, ere die lifts her hand to drike the blow ; 785 

While in thefe feeble arms I drain the boy. 

My foie delight, my lad furviving joy ! 

Ere the fad news of his untimely doom 
Mud bow this hoary head with forrow to the tomb ! 
With thefe lad words he fwoon’d, and funk away ; 790 
His fervants to the couch their breathlefs lord convey. 

Now through the opening gates the warriors ride, 
AEneas firfl, Achates by his fide. 

The Trojan chiefs fucceed : amid the train 
Young Pallas towers, confpicuous o’er the plain. 795 
All bright his military purple flow’d ; 

His polifli’d arms with golden fplendors glow’d* 

Vol. LIII* O 


So, 



194 PITT’S POEMS* 

So, bath'd In ocean, with a vivid ray 
Flamed the refulgent liar that leads the day : 

Wide through the iky, before the facred light 800 
Break, and difperfe the fcattering ihades of night. 

High on the battlements the mothers Hand, 

And, from the towers, furvey the martial band. 
Through the thick woods, embody'd in array. 

The glittering fquadrons take the neared way. 805 
Loud fhouts arife ; the thundering courfers bound 
Through clouds of dud, and paw the trembling ground. 
A mighty grove, rever'd for ages dood 
"Where Csere views with pride her rolling Hood : 

Hills clad with dr, to guard the hallow'd bound, 810 
Rofe in the majedy of darknefs round. 

In times of old, the pious Argive train. 

The fird polfedbrs of the Latian plain. 

To the great * guardian of the delds, had made 1 
For ever facred the devoted fhade, 815 > 

And, on his folemn day, their annual offerings paid. ) 
Not far from hence the Tufcan hod difpread 
Their mighty camp, with Tarchon at their head. 

From the tall towering point in full furvey. 

Stretch'd o’er the vale, th'’ embattled army lay. 820 

Hither riEneas, with his band, fucceeds ; 

The train refrefh'd releafe the panting deeds. 

Meantime his beauteous mother, from on high. 
Had brought the blazing prefent down the (ky. 

By the cool dream the hero fhe furvey 'd 825 

Within the winding vale, and thus fhe fald ; 

'* SySvanus. 
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Behold the promis’d arms ; in every part 
By Vulcan labour’d with immortal art. 

Now dare thy foes* colle&ed in thy might* 

Now call the haughty Turnus to the light. 830 

Then the fair queen her joyful fon embrac’d* 

And by an oak* the radiant burthen plac’d. 

The wondering chief with fudden rapture glow’d* 
Struck with the glorious labours of the god. 

AHonifh’d at the blazing aims he Hands, 835 

And, one by one* he pois’d ’em in his hands. 

The fword* with death all pointed, he admires* 

And the proud helm, that fhoots a length of fires. 

The mighty corflet ca ft a vivid ray ; 

With fcales of brafs and faiiguine colours gay ; 840 

And, like a flaming cloud, refulgent fhone. 

Pierc’d with the glancing glories of the fun. 

The polifh’d greaves his manly thighs infold. 

With mingled metals wrought and du&ile gold. 

With joy the weighty fpear the prince beheld ; 845 

But moil admir’d the huge myflerious ihield ; 

For there had Vulcan, fkili’d in times to come, 
Bifplay’d the triumphs of immortal Rome ; 

There all the Julian line the god had wrought. 

And charg’d the gold with battles yet un fought* 85.0 
Here in a verdant cave’s embow’ring lhade* 

The foHering wolf and martial * twins were laid ; 

Th’ indulgent mother, half reclin’d along. 

While at her dugs the fportive infants hung* 854 
Look’d fondly back* and form’d ’em with her tongue. 

# Romulus and Remus, 

O z 
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Next Rome appear’d ; here fhriek the Sabine dames* 
Surpris’d, and ravifh’d at her folemn games. 

In arms the Cures with their king appear, 

And wage with infant Rome a fudden war. 

At length agreed, from fight the monarchs ceafe, 860 
And at the fhrine of Jove, conclude the peace. 

Each king befide the bleeding vidtim {lands. 

With lifted eyes, a goblet in his hands. 

Here the mad couriers flew the forefl o’er. 

And, limb from limb, the perjur’d Metius tore. 865 
As vengeful Tullus drags him through the wood* 

The fculptur’d trees are all bedrop’d with blood. 

Heie proud Porfenna, with his martial train. 

Bids Rome receive her baniih’d king again. 

Her noble fons, furrounded with alarms, 870 

Fly, in the caufe of liberty, to arms. 

While glorious Codes all his holt withflood. 

And Cloelia broke her chains, and fwam the flood. 
With furious looks, tremendous to behold. 

The raging monarch frown’d, and florm’d in gold. 8 7*5 
There, for the Capitol, brave Manlius flrove. 
Fought like a god, and look’d a fecond Jove. 

There flood thy palace, Romulus, (decreed 
The feat of empire) roof’d with homely reed. 

Here fled the filver goofe through courts of gold, 880 
And, cackling; loud, th’ approaching Gauls foretold. 
Through the thick forefl move the hoflile pow’rs. 

And, favour’d by the night, invade the tow’rs. 

Fair golden treffes grace the comely train. 

And every warrior wears* a golden chain. 885 

Em- 
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Embroider’d veils their fnowy limbs infold ; 

And their rich robes are all adorn’d with gold. 

Two Alpine fpears with martial pride they wield. 

And guard their bodies with an ample fhield. 

The Salii next in folemn garbs advance ; 890 

And naked here the mad Luperci dance. 

The pledge of future empire from the Iky, 

The facred targe ftrikes dazzling on the eye. 

In llately cars the pious matrons rode. 

Who fav’d their country, and appeas’d the god. 895 
Far hence remov’d, appear the realms below. 

The horrid manfions of eternal woe ; 

Where howl the damn’d ; where Catiline in chains 
Roars from the dark abyfs, in endlefs pains ; 

Sees the grim furies all around him fpread, 900 

And the black rock 1 HI 1 trembling o’er his head. 

Rut in a feparate fpace the juft remain; 

And aweful Cato rules the godlike train. 

Full in the midft, majeflically roll’d 
The folemn ocean wrought in figur’d gold : 905 

But hoary wax r es cut! high on every iide. 

And fxlver dolphins cut the fable tide. 

Amid the flood, two navies rofe to fight 
With beaks of brafs ; th’ immortal Adlian fight ! 

All charg’d with war the boiling billows roll’d, 910 
And the vail ocean flam’d with arms of gold* 

Here leads divine Auguflus, through the floods 
The fons of Rome, her fathers and her gods : 

From his high flern the martial feene furveys, 914 
While flreaming fplendors round his temples blaze ; 

O 3 His 
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His fparkling eyes a keener glory filed. 

Than his great father's fur, that glitters o'er his head. 

K *\ J , v.iih kind gale:, the care of every god, 
Ag’ipoa 1 *adi his ficjuadron through the flood. 

A o rival c~ow:i adorns the warrior’s bro.vs, 920 

A id fie -z n he guuos amid th’ embattled foes. 

There b:ii gs proud Antony his various bands, 

K : ti d'fiaut nations, and from barbarous lands. 
Difi'ecpkd Egypt Ells the wat’ry plain. 

And tin whole Eadern world o’erfpreads the main. 925 
But O ; — the cm fie of Rome, the fhame of war. 

His 1 Ph uian ccnfort follows in the rear! 

Pmfin the fierce fleets to fight I beneath their oars 
And clafhlng beaks, the foaming ocean roars ! 

All Lug ui.ii uar the floating cailles ride, 930 

In bulic enoimoas o'er tlie } 1 elding tide ; 

The frothy liugi like moving mountain Ifiveep, 

Or ides uprooted, lolling loiiud the deep. 

Sp*\um, dui t > and flumes fly furious o'er the main; 
r Ihe iLhls of Neptune take a ciiinfon fiain. 935 

The beauteous queen, amidil the dire alarms. 

With he: loud timbrels calls her hoib to arir.o, 

Fl-es tv) the fight, nor fees the fnakes, that wait 
And h:f> behL J, dread minister 5 of fate ! 

Agai.nl great Neptune, in his firength array’d, 940 
And beauteous Venus, and the blue-ey’d maid. 
Engage the dog Anubis, on the floods. 

And the lewd herd of Egypt’s monfler gods, 

* Ocopatra. 

lit 
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In polifh’d fteel, confpicuous from afar, 

Amid the tumult dorms the god of war. 945 

Her robes all rent, with many an ample flride. 

Grim Difcord ilalk’d, triumphant o’er the tide. 

Next, with her bloody fcourge Bellona flies. 

And leads, in fatal pomp, the furies of the ikies. 

Mean time, enthron’d on A&ium’s towering height. 
The god of day furveys the raging fight, 951 

And bends his twanging bow. With hidden dread. 

At the dire fignal, all Arabia fled : 

At once retire, in wild confuflon hurl’d, 

Egypt, and all th’ aflembled Eaftern world. 955 
Amid the daughters of the fight was feen. 

Pale with the fears of death, the Pharian queen ; 
Aghafl, fhe calls the kind propitious gales 
To fpeed her flight ; and fpreads her filken fails. 

The god difplay’d her figure, full in view, 960 

As o’er the floods with weflcrn winds fhe flew. 

While funk in grief, the mighty Nile bemoans 
The fhame and daughter of his vanquifh’d fons. 

Pie faw the rout ; his mantle he unroll’d. 

Spread forth his robes, and open’d every fold, 965 
Expanded wide his arms, with timely care. 

And in his kind embrace receiv’d the flying war. 

Now moves great Caefar (all his foes o’ercome,) 
With three proud triumphs through imperial Rome ; 
And pays immortal honours to the ikies .; 970 

Behold at once three hundred temples rife ! 

The flreets refound with fhouts and folemn games; 

And to the temples throng the Roman dames 

o 4 
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With ardent pray’rs : high altars rife around ; 

And with the blood of victims fmokes the ground. 97^ 
He fits enthron’d in Phoebus’ Parian fane ; 

In ranks before him pafs the vanquiih’c! train. 

While he accepts the gifts that crown his toils. 

And hangs on high the confecraied fpoils. 

Before the victor move the mighty throngs, 980 

With different habits and difcordant tongues. 

Here pafs, diftinguifirid by the god of fire. 

The fons of Afric in their loofe attire ; 

The Carians march ; the bold Numidians ride; 

The Gelons lhine with quivers at their fide. 985 

Here crowd the Dase ; and the nations, there. 

From earth’s laft ends affemblcd to the war. 

Here with dinfinifli’d pride Euphrates mourns ; 

There the maim’d Rhine bemoans his broken horns : 
And fierce Ara\es, bridg'd of old in vain, 990 

Now bends, fubmifiive, to the Roman chain. 

Such was the glorious gift in every part 
By Vulcan finifii'd with immortal art : 

(The forms unknown, that grac’d its ample field ;) 

The prince with joy furveys the ftory’d fnield ; 99^ 

Aloft he bears the triumphs yet to come. 

The fortunes of his race, the fates of mighty Rome. 


End of the Eighth Book. 
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BOOK IX. 



A R G U M E N T. 

Turnus takes advantage of /Eneas’s abfence, attempts to 
lire his llups (whicn are tramfoi med into fea-nymphs) 
and afTaultsiiis camp. The Tiojans, reduced to the 
laft extremities, fend Nifus and Euryalas to recal 
/Eneas, which fiirnilhes the poet with that adnf ruble 
epifode of their friendship, gcnerofny, and conciufion 
of their adventures. In the morning, Turnus nuihes 
the fiege with vigour ; and, hearing that the Trojans 
had opened a gate, he runs thither, and breaks into 
the town with the enemies he pui Cues. The gates 
are immediately doled upon h*m ; and he lights his 
way through the town to the river T\ her. He is 
foiced at lad to leap, armed as he is, into the river, 
and iV:m$ to his camp. 
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BOOK IX. 

T HUS while the prince colle&s auxiliar hofts. 

And leads new armies from the Tufcan coafls ; 
Difpatch’d by heavVs great emprefs from the Ikies, 
The goddefs of the bow to Turnus flies ; 

Where, cover’d with the {hade, he made abode 5 
In his old grandfire’s confecrated wood ; 

There, as at eafe reclin’d the godlike man. 

Her rofy lips {he open’d, and began : 

Turnus, this kind aufpicious hour bellows 
What fcarce a god could promife to thy vovvs : 10 

For lo t the Trojan chief has parted hence. 

And for new fuccours courts th’ Arcadian prince. 
Thence to the Tufcan coafls his courfe he bends. 

And leaves expos’d his walls, his fleets, and -fiiends. 
Now, while the Lydians in his caufe unite, 1 5 

And the raw peafants gather to the fight ; 

Call, call the fiery courfers, and the car ; 

Fly — form his camp — and give a loofe to war. 

This faid ; with levell’d wings Ihe mounts on high. 
And cuts a glorious rainbow in the Iky. 20 

He knew the fair ; his lifted hands he Ipread, 

And with thefe words purfu’d her as {he fled : 

Bright 



PXTT’s POEMS. 


Z04. 

Bright beauteous goddefs of the various bow. 

What pow’r difpatch’d thee to the world below ? 
What fplendors open to my dazzled eyes ! 

What floods of glory burfl; from all the Ikies ; 

And lo 1 the heav’ns divine, the planets roll ! 
Thick ihine the flars, and gild the glowing pole 1 
Call'd by thefe omens to the field of blood, 

I fallow to the war the great infpiiing god 1 
Raptur’d he faid, and fought the limpid tide. 
Where gurgling dreams in fiber currents glide ; 
Tnere cleans’d his hands, then railing high in air. 
To ev’ry god addrefi his ardent pray’r. 

And new', all gay and glorious to behold. 

Rich in embroider'd ceils, and ai ms of gold. 

On fprightly prancing deed., the nuiiial train 
Spread wide their ianks o’er all tV embattled plain 
The van with great Meflapus at their head j 
The deep’nmg lear tlte fons of Tyrrheus led. 

Brave Turnus flames in arms, fupremely tall, 
Tow’rs in the center, and outJhines them alL. 

Silent they march beneath their godlike guide : 

So mighty Ganges leads, with aweful piide. 

In fev’n large dreams his fwdlmg folcnin tide : 4 

So Nile, compos'd within his banks again. 

Moves in flow pomp, majefiic, to the main. 

Troy faw from far the black’ning cloud arife : 
Then from the rampart’s height Caicus ciies : 

See, fee, my friends, yon dufky martial train, 
Involv’d in clouds, and (weeping o’er the plain. 
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To arms— The foes advance — Your fwords prepare; 
Fly— Mount the ramparts, and repel the war. 

With fhouts they run ; they gather at the call ; 

They clofe the gates ; they mount ; they guard the wall. 
For fo th’ experienc’d prince had charg’d the hoft, 56 
When late he parted for the Tufcan coaft ; 

Whate’er befel, their ardor to reftrain. 

Trull to their walls, nor tempt the open plain. 

There, tho’ with fhame and wrath their bofoms glow, 60 
Shut in their tow’rs, they wait tlx’ embattled foe. 

But mighty Turnus rode with rapid fpeed. 

And furious fpurr’d his dappled Thracian Heed ; 

Eager before the tardy fquadrons flew 

To reach the wall ; and foon appear’d in view 65 

(With twice ten noble warriors clofe behind) ; 

His crimfon creft ftream’d dreadful in the wind. 

Who fir ft, he cry’d, with me the foe will dare 
Then hurl’d a dart* the figna .1 of the war. 

Loud fhout his train ; deep wonder feiz’d them all* 70 
To fee the Trojans fkulk behind their wall; 

Safe in their tow’rs their forces they beftow. 

Nor take the field, nor meet th’ approaching foe. 

Now furious Turnus, thund’ring found the plain. 
Tries every poll and pafs, but tries in vain. 75 

As, beat by tempefts, and by famine bold. 

The prowling wolf attempts the nightly fold ; 

Lodg’d in the guarded field beneath then* dams. 

Safe from the favage, bleat the tender lambs ; 

The monfter meditates the fleecy brood ; $0 

Now howls with hunger, and now thirfb for Hood ; 

Round 
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Roams round the fences that the prize contain. 
And madly rages at the flock in vain : 

Thus, as th’ embattled tow’rs the chief deferies. 
Rage fires his foul, and fiafhes from his eyes : 

Nor entrance can he find, nor force the train 
From the clofe trench to combat on the plain. 

But to their fleet he bends his furious way. 

That, cover’d by the floods and ramparts, lay 
Befide the camp — He calls for burning brands. 
And rais’d a pine all-flaming in his hands. 

His great example the bold troop inipires ; 

They rob the hearths ; they hurl the mifllve fires 
The black’ning fmokes in curling volumes rife. 
With hov’ring clouds of cinders, to the ikies. 

O fay, ye mufes, what celeflial pow’r 
Preferv’d the navy in that dreadful hour. 

And flopp’d the progrefs of the furious flame ? 
The tale is old, yet of immortal fame 1 

The Trojan chief, prepar’d to ftem the tide. 
Had built his fleet beneath the hills of Ide ; 

When thus to Jove, in heav’n’s fupreme abodes. 
Spoke the majeftic mother of the gods ; 

Hear, and our firft requeft, my fon, accord. 

The firft, fince heav’nhas own’d you for her lord. 
To our great name, and honour’d by our love,. 
On lofty Ida tow’rs a {lately grove ; 

Tall firs and maples there for years have flood. 
And waving pines, a venerable wood ! 

To build his navy, I beflow’d with joy 
The hallow’d forefl on the chief of Troy. 
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Now anxious fears difturb my foul with care : 

But thou, my fon, indulge a mother’s pray’r : 

Bid feas and tempefb fpare the fhips divine ; 

Be this their fafety, that they once were mine.*- 1 15 
Thus fhe — and thus replies her fon, who rolls' 

The golden planets round the fpangled poles : 

What would our mother’s rafh requefi intend ? 

To turn the Fates from their determin’d end ? 

How 1 an immortal Hate would you demand 1 20 

For veflels labour’d by a mortal hand ? 

And {hall the chief in certain fafety ride. 

O’er rocks, o’er gulfs, and o’er th’ uncertain tide ? 

A pow’r fo high we never yet bellow’d ; 

No — his a pow’r too boundlefs for a god ! 125 

But this we grant — when, all his labours o’er. 

The Trojan prince {hall reach the Latian lhore. 
Whatever fhips the friendly Hrand {hall gain. 

Sav’d from the iiorms, and the devouring main. 
Know, we will take the mortal form from thefe ; 130 

Each ihip £hall launch, a goddefs of the feas ; 

And with her filler Nereids {hall divide 
The filver waves, and bound along the tide. 

This laid ; the lord of thunder feai’d the vow 

By his dread brother’s aweful ilreams below ; 135 

By the black whirlpools of the Stygian flood; 

Then gave the fan&ion of th’ imperial nod; t 

The heav’ns all {hook, and fled before the god. J 

Now whs the hour arriv’d, th’ appointed date, 

Fixt by the high eternal laws of fate ; 140 

When 
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When the great mother of the thund’rer came 
To guard her facred veffels from the flame. 

Firft from the glowing orient they defcry 
A blazing cloud that ftretch’d from fky to fky ; 

The golden fplendors doubly gild the day* 145 

And high in air the tinkling cymbals play. 

At length, with wonder,' and religious fear, 

A deep majeflic voice the lift’ning nations hear: 

Forbear, forbear, ye fons of Troy, nor lend 
Your needlefs aid, our veffels to defend. I 

The proud Rutulian fliall, with greater eafe. 

Bum to their beds profound the wat’ry Teas ; 

Launch you, my fhips ; be Nereids of the floods ; 

So wills the mighty mother of the gods l 

Swift at the word, the facred fliips obey, 15 j 

From their loofe anchors break, and bound away; 
Like fportive dolphins plunge beneath the main. 

Then (wond’rous !) rife in female forms again. 

So many nymphs launch fwiftly from the fliore. 

As rode tall gallies in the port before. 160 

The fierce Rutulians fhodk with wild affright, 

Ev’n brave Meffapus trembled at the fight, [flight. > 
Nor could lie rule his ffeeds, rior check their rapid J 
Old murm’ring Tyber fhrunk with fudden dread. 

And to his fource the hoary father fled. 165 

All, but the valiant Daunian hero, fhook. 

Who rais’d their drooping fouls, while thus he fpoke 1 
Thefe omens threat our foes (O glorious day!) : 

Lo ! Jove has fnatch’d their lafl relief away ! 


Lo! 
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Lo ! from our dreaded arms their fhips retire, 170 
And vanifh fwift before our vengeful fire ; 

To Troy, imprifon’d in yon narrow coaft. 

The wat’ry.half of all the globe is loft. 

Their flight, the feas and hoilile armies bar ; 

The land is ours ; and Italy from far 1 75 

Pours forth her fons, by nations; to the war. 

Her favouring oracles let Ilion boaft : 

On Turnus all thofe empty vaunts are loft. 

To ’fcape the feas, and reach the Latian land. 

Was all, their fates or Venus could demand. 1 80 
My fates now take their turn; and ’tis in mine; 

For my loft fpoufe, to crufti the perjur’d line. 

Like brave Atrides, I ’ll redeem the dame; 

The fame my caufe, and my revenge the fame. 

Will Troy then venture on a rape once more, 1 8 5 
Who paid fo dearly for the crime before ? 

Sure they have long ago the thought declin’d, 

Forlworn the fex, and curft the coftly kind ! 

Fools ! will they truft yon feeble wall and gate. 

That flight partition betwixt them and fate, 190 
Who not long lince beheld their Troy renown’d. 

Their god-built Troy, lie fmoking on the ground l 
Fly then, my friends; and let us force the foe; 

Seize, ftorm the camp, and lay their ramparts low. 

Nor want we, o’er thefe daftards to prevail, 1 95 

Arms forg’d by Vulcan, and a thoufand fail ; 

Though to fupport their defp’rate caufe fhould join 
Arcadia’s fons with all the Tufcan line : 

Vol, LIIL P Nor 
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Nor need the wretches fear, with vain affright. 

The facred thefts or murders of the night* 20© 

A robb’d palladium, and an ambufh’d force 
Lodg’d in the caverns of a monflrous horfe. 

A conqueft in the dark my foul difclaims ; 

No— let us gird by day their walls with flames. 

Soon fhall they find no Argive hoil appears, 205 
Whom He&or baffled ten revolving years. 

Now go, my valiant friends, and pafs away 
In due repall the fmall remains of day ; 

But rife, rife early with the dawning light, 

Frefh from repofe, and vig’rous for the fight. 21® 
Meantime it falls to great Meffapus’ care. 

The ramparts to furround with fire and war. 

Twice fev’n Rutulian leaders head the bands ; 

An hundred fpears each valiant chief commands : 
Proudly they march, in gold and purple gay, 215 
And crimfon crefts on every helmet play. 

They watch, they rell by turns ; and, ilretch’d fupine 
On the green carpet, quail' the gen’rous wine. 

The fires gleam round, and fhoot a ruddy light ; 

In plays and pleafures, pafs the jovial night. 226 
> This fcene the Trojans from their trenches view ; 

All fei&’d their arms, and to their ramparts flew ; 

In wild affright to guard the gates they pour. 

Join bridge to bridge with fpeed, and tow’r to tow’r. 
Thus while th’ endanger’d bulwarks they maintain, 225 
Mneilheus and brave Serellus fire the train. 

(The prince had left to their experienc’d care. 

If aught befel, the condudl of the war.) 


Now 
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Now all the foldiers to their polls were flown, 

And in their turns, fucceftive, guard the town* 23a 
The valiant Nifus took his lot, to wait 
Before die portal^ and defend the gate. 

From Ida’s native woods the warrior came. 

Skill’d with the dart t© pierce the flying game : 

With him Euryalusj who match’d in arms 23 £ 

Troy’s bravefi youths-, and far excell’d in charms ; 

So young, the fpringmg down but juft began 
To lhade his blooming cheeks^ and promife man* 

Thefe boys in facred friendfhip were ally’d. 

And join’d in martial labours, fide by fide ; 240 

In ev’ry danger, ev’ry glory fhar’d ; 

And both alike were planted on the guard. 

Has heav’n (cry’d Nifus firft) this warmth bellow’d r 
Heav’n ? or a thought that prompts me like a god ? 
This glorious warmth, my friend, that breaks my reft ? 
Some high exploit lies throbbing at my breaft. 246 
My glowing mind what gen’rous ardors raxfe> 

And fet my mounting fpirits on a blaze ! 

See the loofe difcipline of yonder train ; 

The lights, grown thin, fcarce glimmer from the plain : 
The guards in flumber and debauch are drown’d ; 2 3 r 
And mark ! — a gen’ral illence reigns around : 

Then take my thought ; the people, fathers, all. 

Join in one wifh, our leader to recall. 

Now, wou’d they give to thee the prize I claim, 255 
(For I cou’d reft contented with the fame—) 

An eafy road, methinks, I can furvey 
Beneath yon fummit to direft my way. 

P 2 
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The brave Euryalus, with martial pride. 

Fir’d with the charms of glory, thus reply’d ; 260 

And will my Nifus then his friend difclaim ? 

Deny’d his fhare of danger and of fame ? 

And can thy dear Euryalus expofe 
Thy life, alone, unguarded to the foes ? 

Not fo my father taught his gen’rous boy, 265 

Born, train’d and feafon’d in the wars of Troy. 

And, where the great iEneas led the way* 

I brav’d all dangers of the land and fea. 

Thou too cank witnefs that my worth is try’d ; 

We march’d, we fought, we conquer’d fide by fide. 270 
Like thine, this bofom glows with martial fame ; 
Burns with a fcorn of life, and love of fame ; 

And thinks, if endlefs glory can be fought 
On fuch low terms, the prize is cheaply bought. 

Let no fuch jealous fears alarm thy break ; 275 

Thy worth and valour kand to all confek. 

But let the danger fall (he cries) on me : 

For this exploit, I durk not think on thee ! 

No : — as I hope the blek ethereal train 

May bring me glorious to thy arms again ! 280 

But fhould the gods deny me to fucceed, 

Should I — (which heav’n avert 1 ) but fhould I bleed; 
Live thou 4 n death fome pleafure that will give ; 
Live for thy Nifus’ fake ; I charge thee, live. 

Thy blooming youth a longer term demands ; — 285 

Live, to redeem my eorfe from holKIe hands ; 

And decent to the iilent grave commend 
The poor remains of him who was thy friend : 


Or 
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Or raife at lead, by kind remembrance led, 

A -vacant tomb in honour of the dead. 290 

Why diould I caufe thy mother’s foul to know 
Such heart- felt pangs ? Unutterable woe ! 

Thy dear fond mother, who, for love of thee. 

Bar’d every danger of the land and fea 1 

She left Acedes’ walls, and Ihe alone, 295 

To follow thee, her only, darling fon ! 

In vain, he cry’d, my courage you retrain ; 

My foul’s on fire, and you but plead in vain. 

Hade— let us go— He faid— and rais’d the guard ; 

By turns their vacant polls the centries lhar’d, 300 
With eager fpeed the gen’rous warriors went. 

Inflam’d with glory, to the royal tent. 

In ffence hufh’d the whole creation lay, 

And loll in deep the labours of the day, 

Not fo the chiefs of Ilion, who debate 305 

In folemn council on th’ endanger’d date ; 

Propp’d on their fpears, their bucklers in their hand. 
Amid the camp the hoary fathers Hand, 

And vote an inftant medage may be fent 

To their great chief, their ruin to prevent. 310 

The friends now beg admiffion of the court. 

The bufincfs arduous, and of high import. 

The prince commands them to inform the train 5 
And fird bade Nifus fpeak, who thus began ; * 

Attend, nor judge, ye venerable peers ! 315 

Our bold adventure by our tender years. 

As yonder bands in deep and wine are drown’d. 

We, by kind chance, a fecret path haye found, 

P 3 Clofe 
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Clofe by the gate, that near the ocean lies ; 

The fires are thinn’d, and clouds of fmoke arife. 320 
If you permit, fince fair occafion calls. 

Safe can we pierce to great Evander’s walls. 

Soon fhatl our mighty chief appear again. 

Adorn’d with fpoils, and finding o'er the fain, 

Rord of the field ,* nor can we mifs the road, 325 
But know the various windings of the Hood; 

F or, as we hunt, we fee the turrets rife. 

Peep o’er the vales, and dance before our eyes. 

Then thus Alethes, an illufirious fage. 

Renown ’d for wifdom, and rever’d for age: 33a 

Ev’n yet, ye guardian gods, your pow’rs divine 
Will fpare the relicks of the Trojan line. 

Since you the bofoms of our youths infpire 
With fuch high courage, fuch determin’d fire. 

Then in his arms the boys by turns he took 335 

With tears of joy \ and panting, thus befpoke : 

Oh ! what rewards, brave youths, can be decreed. 
What honours, equal to fo great a deed ? 

The befi and fairefi, all th* applauding fey. 

And your own confctous virtue, fhall fupply; 34a 
The next, our great iEneas will befiow, 

-And young Afcanius* riper years fhall owe. 

'Whatever boon fuch merit can receive. 

The friend, the monarch, and the man, will give. 

Ad I, brave Nifus l ays the royal boy, 343 

Swear by the facred guardian ppw’rs of Troy, 

Ky hopes, my fortunes, are repos’d in you ; 

Go then, your gen’rous enterprize purfue. 

Oh! 
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Oh 1 to thefe longing eyes my fire reilore ; 

From that bleft hour my forrows are no more. 35O 
Two filver bowls, whofe ample margins ihine. 

All rais’d with coiily fculpture, ihall be thine ; 

The fame my conqu’ring father brought away. 

When low in dull the fair Ariiba lay : 

Two glitt’ring tripods, beauteous to behold, 355 
And two large talents of the pure# gold : 

With thefe a goblet, which the queen of Tyre 
Bellow’d in Carthage on my royal fire. 

And, when thefe vanquiih’d kingdoms are our own ; 
When my great father mounts the Latian throne; 360 
When our vi&orious hoks by lot Ihall fhare 
The rich rewards, and glorious fpoils, of war ; 

What late thou faw’ft when Turnus took the field. 

His prancing courfer, helm, and golden fhield; 

That courfer, ihield, and helm, of fkill divine, 365 
Exempt from lot, brave Nifus, ihall be thine. 

My fire will give twelve captives with their arms ; 

Yet more— twelve females of diftinguifhM charms; 
And, to complete the whole, the wide domain 
Of the great Latian lord, a boundlefs plain, 370 
But thee, dear youth, not yet to manhood grown, 
Whofe years but juft advance before my own. 

No fortune henceforth from my foul ihall part. 

Still at my iide, and ever at my heart. 

My dangers, glories, counfels, thoughts, to ihare; 375 
My friend in peace, my brother in the war ! 

All, all my life, replies die youth, ihall aim. 

Like this one hour, at everlaking fame* 


Though 
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Though fortune only our attempt can blefs. 

Yet £1111 my couiage lhall deferve fuccefs. 

But one regard I afk, befpre I go. 

The greate!! I can alk, or you bellow. 

My mother, tender, pious, fond, and good. 
Sprung, like thy own, from Priam’s royal blood ; 
Such was her love, fhe left her native Tioy, 

And £ ir Trinacria, for her darling boy; 

And fuch is mine, that I mull keep unknown 
From het, the danger of fo dear a fon : 

To fpare hei anguilh, lo 1 I quit the place 
Without one p trting kifs, one lall embrace l 
By night, and that refpeeled hand, I fwear. 

Pier melting tears are more than I can bear ! 

For her, good prince, your pity I implore ; 
Support her, childkT; and relieve her, poor; 

Oh 1 let her, let her find (when I am gone). 

In you, a friend, a guardian, and a fon l 
With tnat dear hope, embolden’d Ihall I go. 
Brave evhy danger, and defy the foe. 

Chaim’d with his virtue, all the Trcjan peers. 
But more than all, Afcanius melts in tears. 

To fee the forrosvs of a duteous fon. 

And filial love, a love fo like his own. 

I promife all, heroic youth J he faid. 

That to fuch matchlefs valour can be paid; 

To me, thy mother fiill Ihall be the fame 
Cretifa was, and only want the name. 

Let fortune good or ill fuccefs decree ; 
r rh merit, fare, to bear a fon like thee ! 
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IJow by my head, my father’s oath, I vow, 

Whate’er rewards I purpofe to beftow, 410 

When fafe return’d, on thee, the fame {hall grace 
Thy mother, and thy whole forviving race. 

So {poke the prince ; and, weeping at the word. 
Gave to the pious youth his coftly fword : 

The fword with wond’rous art Lycaon made ; 415 

An ivory fcabbard Iheath’d the fhining hlade. 

To Nifus, Mneftheus gave a lion’s hide ; 

And a new helm Alethes’ care fupply’d. 

Thus arm’d, they quit the tent ; th’ affembly waits. 
With high applaufe, their progrefs to the gates. 42Q 
Mature in wifdom, far above his years. 

The fair lulus in the train appears. 

And fends his father many an ardent pray’r ; 

All loft in wind, and fcatter’d wide in air 1 

Now, favour’d by the {hade, the warriors go, 425 
Pafs the deep trenches, and invade the foe. 

But, ere their dang’rous entei prize is o’er. 

With what large {laughter fliall they bathe the fhore ! 
All drench’d in wine and deep, lie ftretch’d around. 
The carelefs foldiers on the verdant ground, 430 
Amid a pile of traces, wheels and rems. 

And empty cars, incumbring all the plains. 

Here lie the fcatter’d arms ; the goblets there; 

A mad confuiion of debauch and war. 

Now, now, cries Nifus firft, thy courage call; 435 
The place, the hour, my friend, demands it all. 

Here lies our road : while I the paifage find^ 

Stay thou, and cautious watch the foe behind. 


Front 
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From fide to fide, whole fquadrons will I flay. 

Thro’ death and horrors opening wide thy way, 44© 
With that, the youth in filence drew his fword. 

And ftabb’d proud Rhamnes, a difBnguifh’d lord j 
In ev’ry deep prophetic art approv’d, 

A king and augur, and by Turnus lov’d. 

On the rich couch in ilumhers deep he lay, 445 

And, labouring, fiept the full debauch away. 

The fate of others he had iiill forefhown. 

But fail’d, unhappy 1 to prevent his own. 

Then on the ’fquire of Remus fierce he flew. 

And, as they ilept, his three attendants flew. 450 
The driver next; and cut his neck in twain. 

As, midfl the Heeds, he flumbtr’d on the plain ; 

Laft on their lord employ’d the deadly flee! ; 

Swift flew the head ; and mutter’d as it fell. 

* The purple blood diflaim the couch around ; 455 

The weit’ring trunk lies beating on the ground. 

Next Lamyrus and Lamus meet their doom ; 

Serranus lafr, in all his fpiightly bloom ; 

By the large draught o’cipowYd, outflretch’d he lay, 
Full half the night already fpent in play ; 46a v 

Far happier had it been, if lengthen’d to the day, j 
Thus o’er tli’ unguarded fence by hunger bold. 
Springs the grim lion, and invades the fold. 

All dreadful, growling in the midnight hours* 

The trembling dock he murders arid devours ; 465 

While wrapt in filence lies the fleecy brood. 

The favage rage* in a foam of blood, 

N[ai" 



VIRGli’s JEN VI D. BOOK IX. 

^ Nor with lefs rage Euryalus employ’d 
The deadly fword ; but namelels crowds deftroy’d. 
Jlebefus, Fadus, as they flept, he goar’d ; 4 yo 

But wakeful Rhaefus faw the flaught’ring fword : 
Behind a goblet he retir’d in vain ; 

For as the foe, dete&ed, rofe again. 

The furious youth, with all his force imprefl, 
plung’d the whole fword, deep-bury’d in his brcaH ; 475 
With blended wine and blood, the ground was dy’dj 
The purple foul came floating in the tide. ' 

So vents the youth his vengeance on his foes. 

And fcalters death and daughter as he goes. 

Now when to brave Meflapus’ tents they came, 480 
The fires juli glimmer’d with a qmv’ring flame. 

The train lie fcatter’d, while die Heeds, unbound. 
Expatiate wide, and graze the verdant ground. 

Then Nifus warn’d him ; flu* lie faw the boy 
Too fierce for blood, too eager to deiiroy ; 48^ 

Enough of death — our fvvords have hew’d the way — 
We Hand detected by the dawning day. 

They part ; and leave ? in piles confus’dly roll'd. 
Bright arms, embroidei ’d robes, and bowls of gold. 
But yet the fond Euryalus would Hay, 490 

Refolv’d to feize one rich diHinguiih’d prey ; 

The fliining trappings Rhamnes’ courfers bore* 

And the broad golden belt the monarch wore. 

Of old, to Remains was fent the prize 

By Caucus, the pledge of focia! ties ; 495 

Which with his grandfon at his death remain’d. 

And lafl by war the fierce Rntulians gain’d* 

: ~ This 
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This belt he bore, exulting, from the. plain. 

And in gay triumph wore, but wore in vain I 
Next, with Meffapus’ helm, his brows he fpread, 500 
Adorn’d with plumes, that nodded o’er his head. 

Then, fluih’d with (laughter and the glorious prey. 
They quit the camp, and feek a fafer way. 

Meantime, the Daunian hero to fupport. 

Advanc’d a legion from the Latian court ; 505 

Three hundred horfe, while flow the foot fuccecd. 

Fly fwift before, with Volfcens at their head. 

Now to the camp the warriors bend their way. 

And, on the left, the haplefs youths furvey. 

Euryalus’ bright helm the pair betray’d, 510 

On which the moon in all her glory play’d. 

’Tis not for nought, thofe youths appear ; declare 
(Cries the ftern gen’ral) who, and whence you are ; 
And whither bound ; and wherefore arm’d for war ? 
Nought they reply, but took their fudden flight 515 
To the thick forefts, and the fhades of night. 

But the fierce warriors (purr’d their heeds, and flood • 
All round, to guard the op’nings of the wood. 
O’ergrown and wild, the darkfome forefl lay, 

Apd trees and brakes perplex’d the winding way. 520 
Hither, incumber’d with his gaudy prize, 

Biftrefs’d Euryalus for fhelter flies ; 

Put mifs’d the turnings, in his wild furprize. 

Not fo, fwift Nifus, who the foes declin’d. 

Nor knew th’ endanger’d boy was left behind ; 525 

Beyond the once- fam’d Alban fields he fled, 

Inhere the fleet epurfers of Latinns* fed. 

There 
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There flood the mournful youth ; and from the plain. 
Call a long look, to find his friend, in vain I 
Where is Euryalus, my only joy? 530’ 

Where fhall I find (he cry’d) the haplefs boy ? 

Then he *re trac’d his former iieps, and trod* 

Once more, the winding mazes of the wood. 

The trampling fleeds and warriors pour behind. 

And the loud cries come thick in ev’ry wind. 535 
Here, while he paus’d, a general fhout he heard; 

And lo ! his lov’d Euryalus appear’d. 

Surrounded by the foe : the gloomy night. 

And pathlefs thickets, intercept his flight. 

With joyful clamours croud the gath’ring train 540 
Around the captive, who refills in vain. 

What can his friend attempt, what means employ. 
What arms, what fuccours, to redeem the boy ? 

Or through th’ embattled fquadrons fhall he fly. 

And, preli by hoflile numbers, nobly die ? 543 

Then on the moon he call a mournful look. 

And in Eis hand the pointed javTm fhcok ; 

Great guardian goddefs of die woods l (he cries) 

Pride of the liars, and emprefs of the fkies! 

If e’er with gifts my father hung thy fhrine 550 

For Ids dear fon, and fought thy pow’r divine* 

Or I increas’d them with my fylvan toils. 

And grac’d thy facred roof with favage fpoils ; 

Dired my lance, nor let it fly in vain. 

But, wing’d with death, difperfe the hoflile train. 533 
This faid ; with all his flrength the fpear he threw?; 
Swift through the parting fhade the weapon flew'* 


In 
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In Sulmo’s back the point all-quiv’ring floods 
And pierc’d his heart, bat left the broken wood. 

He pour’d a purple hood, as prone he lay ; 56a 

While in thick fobs he gafp’d his foul away. 

The crouds gaze round ; when lo l a fecond flies. 
Fierce as the flrfl, and flngs along the Ikies. 

Through Tagus’ temples, o’er the fhrinking train. 

It flew, and funk deep-bury’d in the brain. 565 

Now, mad for vengeance, Volfcens florm’d, nor found 
The daring author of the diftant wound : 

But thy curfl blood fhall pay for both, he faid ; 

Then ruin’d impetuous with the flaming blade 
Againfl the trembling boy — with wild affright, 570 
All pale, confus’d, didra&ed at the fight* 

From his clofe covert Nifus rufli’d in view* 

Andfent his voice before him ns he flew : 

Me, me, to me alone, your rage confine ; 

Here fheath your javelins ; all the guilt was mine. 575 
By yon bright flars, by each immortal god, 

His hand;, his thoughts, are innocent of blood ! 

Nor could, nor durfl; tire boy the deed intend ; 

His only crime (and oh ! can that offend ?) 

Was too much love to his unhappy friend ! 580 

In vain he fpoke, for all ! the fword, addreft 
With ruthlefs rage, had pierc’d his lovely bread. 

With blood Ms fnowy limbs are purpled o’er. 

And, pale in death, he welters in his gore. 

As a gay flow’r, with blooming beauties crown’d, 585 
Cut by the fhare, lies languid on the giound; 


Or 
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Or fome tall poppy, that o’er-charg’d with ram 
Bends the faint head, and fxnks upon the plain; 

50 fair, fo languifhingly fweet he lies. 

His head declin’d and drooping, as he dies ! 59® 

Now mid ft the foe, di drafted Nifiis flew ; 

Yolfcens, and him alone, he keeps in view. 

The gath’ring train the furious youth furround ; 

Dart follows dart, and wound fucceeds to wound ; 

All, all, unfelt; he feeks their guilty lord; 595 

In fiery circles files his thundering fword ; 

Nor ceas’d, but found, at length, the deftinkl way; 
And, bury’d in his mouth, the faulchion lay. 

Thus cover’d o’er with wounds on ev’ry fide. 

Brave Nifiis flew the murd’rer as he dy’d; 600 

Then, on the dear Eurytilus his bread. 

Sunk down, and {lumber’d in eternal reft. 

Hail, happy pair 1 if fame ourverfe can give. 

From age to age, your memory £hal! live; 

Long as th’ imperial Capitol {hall Hand, 605 

Or Rome’s majeftic lord the conquer’d world command ! 

The viftors firft divide the gaudy prey ; 

Then to the camp their breathlefs cldef convey : 

There too a fcene of gen’ral grief appears ; 609 

There, ciouds of fiaughter’d princes claim their tears. 
Stretch’d o'er tlu* pVm their haplefs friends they found* 

51 me pale, in death, fume gafping on the ground. 
With copious {laughter all the field was dy’d. 

And ftreams of gore run thick on ev’ry fide. 

All knew the belt and helm divinely wrought ; 615 

But mourn the fatal prize, fo dearly bought. 

Now, 
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Now, dappled flreaks of light Aurora fhed. 

And ruddy rofe from Tithon’s faiFron bed : 

Then Aery Phoebus, with his golden ray, 

Pour’d o’er the op’ning wa>rld a food of day. 6z<S 
When furious Turnus gave the loud alarms ; 

Firft arm’d himfelf; then call’d the hoft to arms. 

The chiefs their foldiers to the held excite. 

Inflame their rage, and lead them to the fight. 

On pointed fpears, a dreadf hi fight ! they bore 625 
ihe heads of both the Iiaplefs youths, before ; 

With barb’rous joy fiirvey the bloody prize. 

And fliout, and follow with triumphant cries. 

The Trojans, on the left, fuflain the fight 
prom their high walls; the river guards die right. 630 
They line the trenches, and the tow’rs Maintain ; 

Thick on the ramparts Hand the penfive train. 

And know the heads too well* though cover’d o’er 
With fanguine flams.* and all deform’d with gore. 

Now to the mother’s ears the news had fled, 635 
Her fon, her dear Euryalus, was dead : 

The vital warmth her trembling limbs fdrfook; 

She dropp’d the fliuttle, and with terror fliook ; 

With hair diflievell’d from the walls ihe flies. 

And rends the air with agonizing cries ; 640 

Breaks through the foremoft troops in wild defpair. 

Nor heeds the darts, or dangers of the war. 

And is it thus,- the comfort of my years^ 

Thus, thus, my dear Euryalus appears ? 

And could’fl thou fly, my child, to certain harms ? 645 
To death (oh cruel 1) from thy mother’s arms? 


So 
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So fond a mother? — nor thy purpofe tell? 

Nor let me take my lad:, iriy fad; farewell ? 

A prey to dogs, alas i thy body lies; 

And ev’ry fowl that wings the Latian ikies ! 6$q 

Nor did thy mother clofe thy eyes in death, 

Compofe thy limbs, nor catch thy parting breath ; 

Nor bathe thy gaping wounds, nor cleanfe the gore. 
Nor throw the rich embroider’d mantle o’er ; 

The work that charm’d the cares of age away, 65 5 
My talk all night, my labour all the day $ 

The robe I wove, thy abfence to fiiftain. 

For thee, my child ; — but wove, alas 1 in vain. 

Where lhall I find thee now ? what land contains 
‘Thy mangled members and thy dear remains ? 660 

How on thy face thefe longing eyes I fed ! 

Ah 1 how unlike the living is the dead ! 

For that, o’er lands and oceans have I gone ? 

Is that, the foie fad relick of my fon ? 

That bloody ball l —No more I — ye foes of Troy* 665 
Come all, a poor abandon’d wretch deftroy ; 

Here, here, direct, in pity; ev’ry dart. 

Plant ev’ry jav’iin in this breaking heart: 

Or with thy bolts, O Jove ! conclude my woe* 

And plunge me darning to the lhades below. 670 
Strike — -and I’ll blefs the flroke, that fets me free ; 

’Tis eafe, ’tis mercy, to a wretch like me ! 

Her loud complaints the melting Trojans hear. 

Sigh back her %hs, and anfwer tear for tear. 

*Their courage flackens ; and the frantic dame 675 
With her wild anguifli damps the martial flame* 

vol. liii. ' ct 
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But young Afcanius, while his forrows flow. 

And his full eyes indulge the gufli of woe. 

With great Ilioneus, commands the train 
To bear the matron to her tent again. 6 So 

Now the fhrill trumpet’s dreadful voice from far. 
With piercing clangors animates the war. 

The troops rufh on ; the deafning clamours rife. 

And the long fhouts run echoing round the Ikies, 
Strait, in a fliell, their fliields the Volfcians threw ; 685 
And the clofe cohorts march, conceal’d from view. 

To All the trenches which the camp furround, 

And tug th’ afpiring bulwarks to the ground. 

Where thinly rang’d appear the op’ning pow’rs. 

They fix their fcaling engines in the tow’rs. 690 
From far the Trojans miflive weapons throw. 

And with tough poles repel the rifing foe ; 

Thus wont, of old, th’ advancing Greeks to dare. 

And guard the ramparts in their ten years war. 

Long with huge pointed ftones, they firove in vain, 695 
To burft the cov’ring of the hoflile train. 

Yet fffll the bands maintain the fight, below 
The brazen concave, and defy the foe. 

At length the Trojans with a mighty ihock, 

Roll’d down a pond’rous fragment of a rock ; 700 

Full where the thlck-embody’d fquadron fpreads, 

Th’ enormous mafs came thundering on their heads. 
Broke through the fhining arch, and crtdh’d the train ; 
And with a length of daughter fmok’d the plain. 

In tins blind fight no more the foes engage, 705 
But with their darts a difiant combat wage. 


There 
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There with a blaming pine Mezentius came. 

And toft within the works the dreadful flame' ; 
Tremendous chief! — while bold Meffapus calls 
To fcale the tow'rsj and thunders at the walls. 716 
Ye facred nine* inlpire me to record 
What numbers fell by Turnus’ flaught'ring fword. 

What foes each hero plung'd to hell, declare. 

Each death difplayi and open all the war I 

Thofe mighty deeds which you alone can know, 715. 

Repeat* ye mufes ! to the world below. 

Full o’er the wall a turret role on high* 

Stage above ftage* unrivalPd, to the fl£y. 

This fort to gain, the Latians bend their care. 

Point their full ftrength, their whole collected war. 720 
Vaft fragments from above the Trojans throw. 

And through the walls their jav'lins gaul the foe. 

A blazing torch the mighty Turnus flung 5 
Clofe to the fides the flaming mifchief hung ; 

Then, thund'ringthrough the planks* in fury grew, 725 
Swell' d in the wind, and round the ftru&ure flew. 

With headlong fpeed th’ imprifon'd troops retire. 
Throng'd in huge heaps* before the fpreading Are. 
While on one fide their weight incumbent lay* 

The beams all burft, the crackling walls give Way, 730' 
The pond’rous pile comes tumbling to the ground. 

And all Olympus trembled at the found. 

With the proud ftru&ure fall the Trojan train. 

Wrapp'd in the fmoky ruins, to the plain. 

Their fouls crufh'd out, the warriors bury'd lie ; 73$ 

Or on the points of their own lances die. 

Qj* 


Sav’d 
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Sav’d from the general fate, but tv^o remain. 

And ah ! thofe haplefs two were fav’d in vain ! 
Unblefs’d Helenor, moil advanc’d in years. 

At once encompaft by the foe appears ; 740 

Him to the Lydian king, his beauteous Have 
Lycimnia bore ; unfortunately brave. 

Though born of fervile blood, the gen’rous boy 
In arms forbidden fought the wars of Troy. 

With glory fir’d he took the dang’rous field ; 745 

Light was his fword ; and unadorn’d his fhield. 

At fir it with wild furprife the youth defcryM 
The gath’ring Latian troops on ev’ry fide ; 

Then (bent on death) where thick the jav’lins rife. 
Pierce on the clofe embattled war he flies* 750 

So the ftern favage, whom the train furrounds 
Of fhouting hunters, deeds, and op’ning hounds. 

On death determin’d, and devoid of fears. 

Springs forth undaunted on a grove of fpears. 

Put fwifter Lycus urg’d his rapid way, 75 5 

Though jav’lins hifs, and fwords around him play ; 
Flies to the walls and battlements again. 

Leaps high, and reaches at his friends in vain. 

For clofe behind the furious Turnus flew : 

Fool 1 couldft thou hope to ’fcape when I purfue, 760 
Though fwifter than the wind ? (aloud h&cries) 

Then by the foot he feiz’d his trembling prize ; 

And, as he hung aloft in dire difmay, 

Tugg’d him with half the fhatter’d wall away. 

So Jove’s imperial bird, through fields of air, 765 
Snatches the fnowy fwan or quiv’ring hare ; 

$a 
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So the grim prowling wolf, amid ft her play. 

Leaps on the lamb, and rends the tender prey ; 

Wild roams the bleating mother round the plain. 

Seeks, and laments her flaughter’d child in vain, 77a 
Now with loud {bouts they rend the tortur’d air. 

Fill the deep trench, and lay the bulwarks bare. 

Some load with hoftile fires their vengeful hands. 

And at the turrets tofs the blazing brands. 

As to the gates the bold Lucetius came, 

Tow Vd in the front, and {hook the waving flame ; 

The great Ilioneus with vigour threw 
A rocky fragment, and the warrior flew. 

Young Liger’s certain fpear, Emation fped; 

Afylas’ fhaft laid Chorinseus dead. 78a 

Ortygius bleeds by Casneus’ fatal ft eel. 

But by great Tumus’ hand the vidtor fell ; 

Clonius with Mm, and Dioxippus falls. 

And haplefs Idas, while he guards the walls. 

Sagar, the next, with Promulus was flain ; 785 

And Capys ftretch’d Privernus on the plain ; 

Firft flightly wounded by Themilla’s dart ; 

(The ftiield thrown by) to mitigate the fmart. 

His hand the warrior to the wound apply’d ; 

Swift flew the fecond dart, and nail’d it to Ms flde : 7^ 
Its fatal courfe through all his vitals held ; 

And the pale corfe lay panting on the field. 

All-bright in arms, the fon of Arcens flood* 

Bred in the grove of Mars the warrior god ; 

From where Palicus’ loaded altars flame, 795 

Jn gold and purple gay, the blooming hero came. 

Qj 
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Mezentms mark’d him, as he towVd on high ; 

Then feiz’d a fling, and laid the jav’lin by ; 

Thrice whirl’d around, the whiffling bullet threw ; 

^The glowing metal melted as it flew ; 8qq 

Through both his temples cut its dreadful way ; 

And, roll’d in dull, the beauteous warrior lay. 

Then ftrft in fight the young Afcanius bore 
His bow ; employed on beaks alone before. 

His vengeful ihafts a royal vi&im found, 805 

And ftretdh’d -the boU.Numan.us on the ground* 

Not long before the haughty Cvief had led 
Brave Turnus 9 After to his bridal bed : 

Now, of hjs high alliance vam and proud, 

IJe ftalks before the troops, and vaunts aloud; 81a 
What fhame, ye Phrygians, ye twice-vanquifh’d train. 
To lie beleaguei’d in your walls again 1 
All pale and trembling, in yon tow’rs to wait I 
That rife, ye cowards, between you and fate ! 
grave chiefs ! bold heroes thefe l — who come fo far 8x5 
'to gain their brides by violence and war ! 

From Troy what god* .what madnefs, call’d you o’er. 
To fall and perifh on a foreign (here ? 

Far other foes than Atreus* fons appear; 

No crafty talking Ithacus is here. 820 

We plunge our infants in the hard’ning ftreams. 

And feafon in the froft their tender limbs. / 

Our boys the; foreft range, and lead the courfe. 

Bend the tough bow, and break the prancing horfe. 
Long thirft, long hunger, our bold youths can bear, 825 
Plodgh, W embattled towns with war. 

We 
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* *We live in Heel ; in arms our hinds appear ; 

" And the turn’d jav’lin goads the lab ’ring fleer. 

Nor flags our gen’rous warmth, by years declin’d; 

Still flames the noble ardour of the mind. ‘ 83® 

Ev’n the grave fire with martial vigour glows. 

And crufhes with the cafque his hoary brows. 

All, all, engag’d alike in warlike toils, 

Subfifl on rapine, and divide the fpoils, 

While you, the fugitives, the dregs of Troy, 835 
Your hours in pleafures, and the dance employ: 

Warm purple robes defend {ye daflard bands !) 

Your heart] efs breafls and unperforming hands. 

Your female fouls the manly form difgrace— * 

Hence then, ye women, to your native place—* 84® 
Hence — to your Phrygian Dindymus away! — * 

With eunuchs there on pipes and timbrels play ! 

Go — the great mother’s rites attend you there — » 

But leave to men the bus’nefs of the war. 

Thus while he fpoke in fcornful flrains, no more 845 
The young Afcanius the proud hoafter bore. 

He fits an arrow to the well-flrung bow ; 

But flrfl to Jove addrefs’d his folemn vow: 

My bold attempt, almighty fire, fucceed ; 

A milk-white heifer at thy fhrine {hall -bleed ; 85a 

MajefHc fhall he flalk, and paw the ground, 

Pufh with his gilded horns, and fpurn the fands around. 
He faid— and, to the left, the fire on high 
Roll’d the big thunder through an azure fky. 


At once his twanging bow Afcanius drew. 
And, hilling fierce, the feather’d arrow flew; 
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Nor flew the winged wrathful ihaft in vain, - 
But pierc’d his head, and flung him to the brain. 

Go— and once more a valiant race defy ! 

Thus the twice-vanquifh’d Phiygians, thus reply. 860 
No more he faid ;— loud fhouts tpid clamours rife ; 

And transport lifts the Trojans to the Ikies. 

High on a cioud, inthron’d in open air, 

Apollo fat, and thence furvey’d the war. 

1'hen to the conqu’ring royal boy he cries ; 

Rife, glorious youths ; in valour ever rife ; 

Rife thus in time to heav’n’s fupreme abodes. 

The for., and father, of a race of gods 1 
Who, great in arms, victorious by their fwords. 

Shall rule mankind, the world’s majelKc lords 1* 

Go— mount from fame to fame, aufpicious boy; 
Proceed, and fcorn the narrow bounds of Troy 1 
He faid; then down tip ethereal road he flies 
With rapid fpeed, and cleaves the liquid Ikies; 

Aflumes old Butes’ figure and attire, 

Anchifes’ long-try’d friend and faithful ’fquire 
In fields of old; and now the chief of Troy 
Had trufted to his care the royal boy. 

Like this fage guardian to the youth he came; 

His voice, his vifage, and his arms the fame. 

Then to the vidlor boy aloud he cries ; 

Enough, young warrior— -Let it now fufiice 
That unreveng’d the great Numanus dies ; 

Apollo, pleas’d thy firft attempts to crown. 

Gives to thy bow the glories of his own : 

Now 
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Now tempt no more the dangers of the war. 

Too daring youth — he faid ; and pafb in air. 

Pail in a moment from his wond’ring eye ; 

And the loofe fhape diflolv’d into the iky. 

The founding (hafts the leaders heard, o’er- aw’d 890 
With the loud quiver, and confelr the god ; 

Then urge the fiery youth, no more to dare. 

Since great Apollo’s voice forbad the war. 

While, prodigal of life, to fight they fly, 

4H nobly flxt, to conquer or to die; 895 

Stones, fpears, and jav’lins, from the works they flung; 
From tow’r to tow’r the (houts and clamours rung ; 
Helms claih with helms, the rattling fhields refound; 
Thick fly the darts, and cover all the ground; 899 C 
While loud the battle roars, and thunders all around : J 
Thick, as from wedern clouds, all charg’d with rain. 
Pours the black dorm, and fmokes along the plain; 
Thick as the gather’d hail, tempeduous, flies 
O’er the wide main, and rattles down the fkies. 

When all the frowning heav’ns are blacken’d o’er ; 905 
When Jove difeharges all his wrathful (lore, > 

And, deep from ev’ry cloud, the burding thunders roar ! 4 
Pand’rus and Bitias at the portal flood. 

Two giant brethren, bom in Ida’s wood ; 

From great Alcanor and Hiera fprung, 91 cf 

The champions rofe confpicuous o’er the throng. 

The mighty champions, of prodigious frame, 

T owY'd like the groves and mountains whence tlieycame^. 
Their prince, when parting from the Tufcan date. 
Appointed thefe, the guardians of the gate. 915 

Prou 4 
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Proud of their drength, the daring heroes throw 
Th’ enormous folds wide-open to the foe. 

Within, all-bright in arms, on either hand 
Before the towVs the haughty warriors ftand : 

On their bright helms fat Horror plum’d; on high 920 
Their nodding crefh float dreadful in the iky. 

So where the fields fair Athefis divides. 

Or Po tumultuous rolls his fweiling tides. 

With heads unfhorn, two mighty oaks appear. 

Wave to the winds, and nod fublime in air ! 

Soon as the foes an open entrance fpy. 

The war breaks in ; but foon their leaders fly, 

Repell d by hods ; or in the portal die. 

Quercens, Equicolus all -bright in deel, 

H&mon and daring Tmarus, fed, or fell. 

To dire extremes the riling rage proceeds; 

The daughter dwells, and the fierce battle bleeds 
No more imprifon’d in their walls they wait ; 

All Troy at once came pouring to the gate : 

Now, fluft d with olood, in bold excuriion far 
Rufh the hern bands, and mix in defer war. 

But in a didant quarter long engag’d, 

Amidd the foes the Datrnmn hero rag’d : 

When to the prince a meflenger relates, 

That Troy had open’d wide her mafTy gates ; 

And, heaps on heaps the late imprifon’d train 
Broke forth, and dretch’d the daughter o’er the plain. 
This heard, with fury fparkling in his eyes. 

Fierce to engage the giant chiefs he dies. 
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Firfl, by his lance, Antiphates lay dead, 

Sarpedon’s offspring by a Theban bed.; 

The whizzing lance, with all his force addrefs’d, 
Transfixt the foe, and panted in his break : 

Warm'd in the lungs the heaving jav’lin flood ; 

Wide gapes the wound, and pours a purple flood. 

Now Erymanthus, now brave Merops fell ; 

Then funk Aphydnus to the fhades of hell. 

Next, while he threats revenge with fiery eyes. 
Beneath the chief the mighty Bitias dies : 

No vulgar lance the valiant vidtor tofl 
(In that huge bulk a vulgar lance was loll) ; 

A llrong, vail, weighty fpear, the hero threw, 

A fpear that roar'd like thunder as it flew. 

Not two bull-hides, within the buckler roll'd. 

Nor double pond'rous plates, and feales of gold, 

Th 5 impetuous weapon, wing’d with death, could flay; 
But Aretch’d in dull the giant warrior lay : 

As the huge champion falls, the fields refound. 

And his broad buckler thunders on the ground. 

So from the Baian mole, whofe flrudlures rife 
High o’er the flood, a mafly fragment flies ; 

The rapid rolling pile all-headlong fweeps. 

With one vaft length of ruin, to the deeps ; 

Thick boil the billows ; and on ev’ry fide. 

Work the dark fands, and blacken all the tide 
The trembling fhores of Prochyta refound. 

And burning Arime (hakes wide around ; 

The mafs, by Jove, o’er huge Typhceus fpread ; j 
The giant hears the peal ; and, leiz’d with dread, V 
Starts, turns, and bellows on his fiery bed. 975'} 

Now 
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Now Mars himfelf infpires the Latian band. 

Warms ev’ry heart, and lengthens ev’ry hand ; 

And, while he turns their trembling foes to fight. 

The kindling legions gather to the fight ; 

Danger nor death their furious courfe controls, 980 
And all the god came rulhing on their fouls ! 

His brother flam when Pandarus beheld. 

And faw the changing fortune of the field. 

He fets his ample fhoulders to the weight. 

And turns th’ enormous hinges of the gate ; 985 

But left, unmindful, as the folds he clos’d, 

A croud of friends to certain death expos’d ; 

And, with himfelf, includes the trembling train 
Of troops, who rufh’d tumultuous from the plain. 

Fool ! not to fee the dreadful Turnus there, 990 
Mix’d with the crouds amidft the Hying war 5 
But in the wafls the furious chief to hold. 

Like feme fierce tyger midfi: the trembling fold ! 

Loud clafli his arms ; and, as he tow’rs on high, 

Flaflr the keen flames from his tremendous eye ; 995 

Neds his proud crefl, and formidably plays ; 

And from his fhield the flreamy lightnings blaze. 

Too foon, with dire furprife, the Trojans know 
The dreadful front of their vi&orious foe. 

Strait fir’d with vengeance for his brother {lain, 1000* 
Springs forth fierce Pandarus, and thus began ; 

Behold the Trojan camp, a fatal feene ! 

No bridal palace Of the Latian queen. 

No native Ardea, prince, you here defery. 

But lioiHle walls ; and ’tis in vain to fly. 
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In that vaft bulk if any foul refide. 

Come, try thy might (the prince fedate reply’d ;) 

Go, and old Priam’s trembling Ipirit tell, 

A new Achilles plung’d thy foul to hell. 

Then, firfl, his knotted fpear the Trojan threw ; ioio 
Rough with the bark the pond’rous weapon flew ; 

But mighty Juno caus’d it far to glance. 

And in the portal fixt the quivering lance. 

But hope not thou to ’fcape this fword of mine. 
Aim’d by a furer, ftronger hand than thine, 1015 
The hero cry’d — Then flies againfi: the foe 
With the bright blade ,* and riles to the blow ; 

Sudden the fword tempeftuous cleaves in twain 
His cheeks, and finks deep-bury’d in the brain. 
Difiain’d with blood, his clafhing arms refound, 1020 
And, as he fell, he Ihook the purpled ground : 

There, as the tnighty bulk lay ftretch’d along. 

In equal (hares the parted vifage hung. 

Pale with new horror at the dreadful fight* 

On ev’ry fide the Trojans urge their flight. 1025 
Then had the vl&or broke the barriers down. 

And call’d his focial troops to florm the town, 

That day had feen their warlike labours o’er ; 

And ruin’d Troy had been a name no more. 

But the mad chief with boundiefs daughter glows, 1030 
And rage infatiate drives him on the foes. 

Firft, valiant Phalaris ; next Gyges fell ; 

Beep through his knee he drove the pointed fleeL 
Then from the dead the reeking darts he drew. 

And in their backs transfix’d the flying crew, 1035 

New 
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New ftrength, new courage, J uno Hill fupply’d : 

And now brave Halys and great Phegeus dy’d : 
Alcander, Prytanis, Noemon fall. 

With warlike Halius, on th 5 embattled wall. 

High on the works engag’d in other light— 104© 
Next ilew his darning faulchion to the rights 
And Brack bold Lynceus as he call'd around 
For aid, and brav’d him on the lofty mound. 

At one juft Broke his head and helmet fly 

Before the fword, and far at diflance lie. 1045- 

Then fierce, on Amycus the warrior came, 

Whofe fatal arrow pierc’d the favage game ; 

Who flipp’d th J envenom’d fieel with matchlefs art. 

And double arm’d with death the pointed dart. 

Next* Clytius fell, though fprung of race divine; 1050 
Soft Cretheus laft; the darling of the nine ; 

Well was he /kill’d, in facred /Irakis to fing, 

Tune the fweet lyre, and fweep the trembling Bring j 
Arms, and the toils of heroes 1 , to recite. 

The plunging furious Beeds;and thunderof the fight. 1055 
Now heard the chiefs, who led the Trajan band. 
What numbers fell by Turnus’ conqu’ring hand ; 

Fierce they advance ; when foon appear in fight. 

The flaught’ring hero, and their troops in flight. 

And where? (great MneBheus rais’d his voice on high) 
Where, to what other ramparts would you fly; 1061 
Shall one, and he inclos’d within your wall. 

One ra&> imprifon’d warrior vanquish all? 

With rage refiBlefs, half an hoB deflroy ; 

And open ev’ry bleeding vein of Troy ? ' 1065 

Calm 
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Calm you look on, and fee the furious foe 
Plunge crouds of heroes to the fhades below ; 

Still fhall your king, ye bafe abandon'd train. 

Your country, and your gods, demand your aid in vain t 
Rous'd by thefe words, they rally from afar, 1070 
Breathing revenge, and gath’ring to the war : 

The Daunian chief fhrinks backward from the foes*. 
Where round the works the mighty river flows : 

The Trojans fhout ; and, with new tranfport fir’d, 
Rufli on embody’d, as the prince retir’d. 1075 

As when with tilted fpears the clam ’rows train 
Invade the brindled monarch of the plain. 

The lordly favage from the fhouting foe 
Retires, majeihcally ftern, and flow. 

Though fmgly impotent the croud to dare, 1080 
Repel, or Hand their whole colle&ed war ; 

Grim he looks back ; he rolls his glaring eye ; 

Defpairs to conquer ; and difdains to fly. 

So Turnus paus’d; and by degrees retir’d; 

While fhame, difdain, and rage, the hero fir’d. 1085 
Yet twice, ev’n then, he flew amid the train. 

And twice he chas’d them o’er their walls again. 

But now from all the camp their forces ran 
Full on the chief; an army on a man ! 

Nor longer heavVs great emprefs from on high 109a 
Dares with new ftrength th’ exhaufled prince fupply : 
For winged Iris from the realms above 
Brought the fevere decree of angry Jove, 

That bad, with threats, th’ imperial queen reca! 

Her favour’d hero from the Trojan walk iog$ 

Now 
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Now Ms tir’d arm refus’d the flvord to wield j 
Now flew the darts, and planted all his fliield. 

The ftones now rattle ; now the jav’lins fmg. 

Indent his arms, and on his helmet ring. 

A thoufand weapons round his temples lay, 1 100 
And ffrike the honours of his creft away. 

Thick and more thick the foes their lances fped. 

With mighty Mneftheus thund’ring at their head. 

Pale, breathlefs, faint, and black with dull, in fireams 
The fweat defcends from all his trembling limbs. 1105 
Arm’d as he was (thus prefs’d on ev’ry fide). 

He plung’d at tail, undaunted, in the tide. 

The facred river, for the welcotne load, 

Spreads his wide arms, and wafts him down the flood J 
The hero to his holl the furges bear, ino 

Cleans’d from the horlid flams of ilaughter, blood, and 
war. 


End of the Ninth Book. 
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